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PROQLOGU I 
To the Provo d Wife. 
Spoken by Mrs. BxACEGIRDLE. 


S INCE ii the Intenh ahd\Buſineſs of the Stage, 
To copy out the Folites of the Age. g 
% hold. 0 eery MA A faithful Glaſs, ade ) 
And ſhrew bim of aubat Species bet an Afis oO 
I the noxt that teaches in the School,” 
Will pow our Author he's a ſeribbling . 
And that the-Satire may be Jur#'to'brtes © 
Kind Heaven! inſpite ſome enom'd Prieft to ue 
And grant,fome ugly Lady may indiass 10 82 
For 1 wou'd hawy him (% d, by: 2 Iages $0 
Till bis Preſumption\fewam away im Blood. , '* \ +04 
Three Plays at once proclaim a Face Braſs” © © 
No matter <vhat they are; that's not the Caſe, 


To write three Plays, gen that Mode an A,. 5 
But what I On forgive, he knows it too, 

For to His. Caſt 1 erfetely has known you. wt 
E vþerictce p e fo many 4 Writer's.Smart,., dis 


You h a, Gourt\ywhere Mercy nt'er had Wa 4s 
$9 3 e ald Serpent's Sting you have, . "3 8 
You love 10 Damn, at Hraw'n delights to S - 1 
In foreign Parts, let a bold V. olunteer, © 

For publick Grad, upon the Stage appear, 

He meets ten thouſand Smiles, to diſſipate his Fear, 

All tickle on the adventuring young Beginner, 

And only ſcourge th” incorrigihle Sinner ; 

They touch indeed his Faults, but with a Hand 

So gentle, that his Merit ſtill may land: 

Kindly they bury the Follies of his Pen, 

That he may ſhun em when he æurites again. 

But "tis not % in this good. natur d Town, 

Allis one, an Ox, a Poet, or a Crown ; c 


O14 England's Play was always knocking down, 
A 3 Dra- 
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Dramatis Perſon. 


Conſflant, 2 17 Mr. Verbruppes, 
Heartfree, .. 35 Mr. Mages 
Sir Jobn Brute, Mr. Herter ton. 
Treble, a Singing - maſter. Mr. Bowman, 


* ro Valet Ae to 
Sir T. B. Mr. Bowen, 


juac of + HAN «Ky ves OR Mr. Bright. N 
Col. eee, to br Y M DE 
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< —— WOMEN: 7 Wehren 
Lady Brute, N Mrs. 

Beliada, her Niece, „ ot: OP 
Lady Fameyful, Mrs. Bowman, - 
Madameiſelle,” Wr Mrs. Willis.” © 
Cornet and Pipe, Servants to Lady me 4% 


ACT J. 
SCENE, Sir John Brute ſs . 


Euter Sir John, Aides 


HAT cloying Meat is Love — when 
Matrimony's the Sauce to it? Two 
WAR Years Marriage has debauch'd wy five 

＋ Senſes. Every Thing J ſee, — 
= Thing I hear, every Thing 1 feel, 

eve "Thi I ſmell, and vp Thing 
I caſte — metzhinks has Wife in't. 

No Boy was ever ſo weary of his Tutor, noGirl of 
her Bib, no Nun of doing Penance, or old Maid of 
being chaſte, as I am of being married. 

Sure there's a ſecret Curſe entail'd upon the very 
Name of Wife. My Lady is a young Lady, a = - 
Lady, a witty Lady, a virtuous Lady — and po 
hate her. There 1s but one Thing « on Earth I loath 
— her; That's bghting. Would my a 
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8 The Provok'd Wife, 


come up to a fourth Part of my T1I-nature, I'd ſtand 
buff to her Relations, and thruſt her out of Doors: 
But Marriage has ſunk me down to ſuch an Ebb 
of Reſolution, I dare not draw my Sword, tho' even 
to get rid of my Wife. But here ſhe comes. 
f Enter Lady Brute, 7484 
L. B. Do you dine at Home to Day, Sir John? 
Sir F. Why, do you expect I ſhould tell you, what 
I don't know myſelf ? 


L. B. I thought there was no Harm in aſking you. 


Sir. 7. If thinking wrong were an Excuſe for Im- 
pertinence, Women might be juſtify'd in moſt Things 
they ſay or do. | 
IL. . I'm ſorry I have ſaid any thing to diſpleaſe 
you. | 
Sir J. Sorrow for Things paſt, is of as little Im- 
portance to me, as my dining at Home or Abroad 
_ to be to you, 

.B. My Enquiry was only that I might have pro- 
vided what you lik c. 
Sir F. Six to four you had been in the Wrong there 


again; for what I lik'd Yeſterday I don't like To-day, 


and what I like To-day, tis Odds I mayn't like To- 


morrow. 
L. B. But if I had aſk'd you what you lik'd ? 


Sir. J. Why then there would be more aſkihg about 
it than the Thing is worth. „ 2 

L. B. I with F did but know how I might pleaſe 

ou. | 

2 Sir J. Ay, but that Sort of Knowledge is not a 
Wife's Talent. S 

L B. Whate'er my Talent is, I'm ſure my Will has 
ever been to make you eaſy. 
Sir F. If Women were to have their Wills, the 
World wou'd be finely govern'd. 

L. B. What Reaſon have I given you to uſe me as 


you do of late? It once was otherwiſe : You married 


me for Love. ; 
Sir 7. And you me for Money : So you have your 


Reward, and I have mine, . 
25 L. B. 


| 


The Provobd Wife. 9 
IL. B. What is it that diſturbs you 


Sir F. A Parſon 
L. B. Why, what has he Snails to you ? * o 
Sir J. He has married me. "LO vir John. 
Lady Brute; /ola.. 


The Devil's in the Fellow, I think. — I was told 


before I married him, that thus 'twou'd be: But I 


thought I had Charms enough to govern bim; and 
that where there was an Eſtate, a Woman muſt needs 
be happy: So my Vanity has deceiv'd me, and my 
Ambition has made me uneaſy.” But ſome Comfort 


ſtill; if one would be Pas, of. him; theſe. are 


good Times; a Woman may have a Gallant, and a 
ieparate Maintenance too —— The ſurly Puppy 

t he's a Fool for't: For hitherto he has been no 
M Jonſter: But who knows how far he may provoke 
me? I never lov'd him, yet I have been ever true to 
him; and that, in ſpite of all the Attacks of Art and 
Nature upon a poor weak Woman's. Heat. in favour 
of a tempting Lover. 

Methinles fo noble a Defence as L have 4 wy be 'd 
be rewarded with a better Uſage. Or wha c 
tell —— Perhaps a good Part of what I ſuffer — 
my Huſband, may be a Judgment upon me for my: 
Croelty to my Lover — Lord, with what Pleaſure. 
cou'd I i e that Thought, were there but à Poſh= 
bility of finding Arguments to make-it gad! 
And how do I Know but there maꝝ Lat me 
ſce Rat oppoſes? ——» My matrimagial Vow 
— Why, what did I vow? F think T uy ta 
be true to my Huſbandl. 

Well; and he promis d to * kind to me. T7. ! 


But he han't kept his Word 4 


Why then I'm abſolv'd from eien 4 N 
| ſeems clear to me. Ihe Argument's ghd between 
the King and che People, Why not between the Hut+: 
band and the Wiſe ; O, but that Condition was not 


N eſt No matter, twas underſtood. 


ell, by all Lſee, if I argue ne Manera iiule longer: 
with myſelf, I ſhan't find ſo many Bug-bears in the 
998 9a 5 Way, 
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But if there were a Court o Chancery in Heaven, Im 


10 The Provo d Wife. 
Way, as I thought I ſhou'd. Lord, what fine Notions 
of Virtue do we Women take up upon the Credit of 
old fooliſh* Philoſophers ! Virtue's its own Reward, 
Virtue's. this, Virtue's that Virtue's an Aſs, and 
a Gallant's worth forty on't. 
4 - . Enter Belinda. 
L. B. Good-morrow, dear Couſin. 
Bel. Good-morrow, Madam, you look pleas'd this 
Morning. | . 
L. B. I am fo. 
Bel. With what, pray? 
L.. B. With my Huſband. ; 

Bel. Drown Huſbands; for yours is a provokin 
Fellow: As he went out juſt now, I pray'd him to tell | 
me what Time of Day 'twas; and he aſk'd me if I 
took him for the Church-Clock, that was oblig'd to 
_ all * | . . Es | 
L. B. He has been ſaying ſome obligi 
Things to me too. In ſhort, Belinda, he has ws je" 
ſo barbarouſly of late, that I cou'd almoſt reſolve 
to play the downright Wife —— and cuckold him. 
Bel. That wou'd be downright indeed. : 
L. B. Why, after all, there's more to he ſaid for't: 
than you'd imagine, Child. I know, according to the- 
ſtrit Statute Law of Religion, I ſhou'd do wrong: 


fore I ſhou'd caſt him. | 2 
Bal. If there were a Houſe of Lords, you might. L 
L. Ri In either I ſhould infallibly carry my Cauſe, 

Why, he is the firſt Aggreſſor, not I. | 

5 * Ah, but you know, we muſt return Good for 

vil. 2! | 

L. B. That may be a Miſtake in the Tranſlation — 

Prithee be of my Opinion, Belinda; for Em poſitive 

Tm in the right; and if you'll keep up the Preroga- 

tive of a Woman, you'll likewiſe be poſitive you are 

in the right, whenever you do any Thing you have 

a Mind to. But I ſhall play the Fool and jeſt on, 

till I make you begin to think I'm in earneſt. 

1 4 Bel, 


"+ 
*.. N N 81 +» 
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| The Provok'd Wife. 11 
Bel. I ſhan't take the Liberty, Madam, to think of 
any Thing that you deſire to keep a Secret from me. 
L. B. Alas, my Dear, I have no Secrets. My 
Heart cou'd never yet confine my Tongue. 

Bel. Your Eyes, you mean; for I'm ſure I have 
ſeen them gadding, when your Tongue has been 
lock'd up ſafe enough. | 

L. B. My Eyes gadding! Prithee after who, Child? 

Bel. Why, after one has thinks you hate him, as 
much as I know you love him, — 

IL. B. Conſtant you mean. 

Bel. I do fo. | 2 

L. B. Lord, what ſhou'd pat ſuch a Thing into 
your Head? 

Bel. That which puts Things into moſt People's 
Heads, Obſervation. 

L. B. Why, what have you obſerv'd, in the Name 
of Wonder? 

Bel. I have obſerv'd you bluſh when you met him; 
force yourſelf away from him ; and then be out of 
Humour with every Thing about you: In a Word, 
never was poor Creature ſo ſpurr'd on by Defire, and 
ſo rein'd in with Fear! 

L. B. How ſtrong is Fancy! 

Bel. How weak is Woman! 

L. B. Prithee, Niece, have a better Opinion o 
your Aunt's Inclination. | 

Bel. Dear Aunt, have a better Opinion of your 
Niece's Underſtanding. 

L. B. You'll make me angry. 

Bel. You'll make me laugh. 

L. B. Then you are reſolv'd to perſiſt ! 

Bel. Poſitively. 

L. B. And all I can fay y 

Bel. Will ſignify nothing. | h 

L B. Tho' I ſhould ſwear were falſe —— 
Bel. I ſhould think it true. 

L. B. Then let us both forgive, [4i/#ng her] for 
we have. both offended: I, in making a Secret, you, 
in diſcov ering it. mis 
| 8 fls 


: 


E. 
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12 The Provek'd Wife. 


Bel. Good-Nature. may do much: But you have 
more Reaſon to forgive one, than I have to pardon 
other. | | 
L. B. "Tis true, Belinda, you have given me ſo 
many Proofs of your Friendſhip, that my Reſerve has 
been indeed a Crime : But that you may more eaſily 
forgive me, remember, Child, that when our Nature 
prompts us to a Thing our Honour and Religion have 
forbid us ; we wou'd (wer't poſſible) conceal even 
from the Soul itſelf, the Knowledge of the Body's 
Weakneſs. 
Bel. Well, I hope to make your Friend amends, 
gh hide nothing from her for the future, tho' the 
ody ſhou'd ſtill grow weaker and weaker. 
I.. B. No, from this Moment I have no more Re- 
ſerve; and for a Proof of my Repentance, I own 
Belinda, I'm in Danger. Merit and Wit aſiault-me 
from without; Nature and Love ſolicit me within ; 
my Huſband's barbarous Uſage piques me to Revenge; 
and Satan catching at the fair Occaſion, throws in my 
Way that Vengeance, which of all Vengeance pleaſes 
Women beſt. 


of the Fortification ; for o' my Conſcience he'd ſoon 
come on to the Aſſault. 

L. B. Ay, and I'm afraid carry the Town too. But 
whatever you may have obſerv'd, 1 have diſſembled 
1o well as to keep him ignorant. So you ſee I'm no 
Coquet, Belinda: Andif you follow my Advice, you'll 
never be one neither. Tis true, Coquetry is one of 
the main Ingredients in the natural Compoſition of a 
Woman, and I, as well as others, cou'd be well 
enough pleas'd to ſee a Crowd of young Fellows, 
ogling, and glancing, and watching all Occaſions to 
do forty fooliſh officious Things: Nay, ſhou'd ſome 
of em puſh on, even to hanging or drowning : 
Why — Faith — if I ſhould let pure Woman alone, 
4 ſhou'd een be but too well pleas'd with't. 

Bel. I'll ſwear twou'd tickle me ſtrangely. 


L. B. 


Bel. "Tis well Confiant don't know the Weakneſs 


| 
) 
{ 
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The Provo d Wife. 13 

L. B. But after all, tis a vitious Practice in us, to 
give the leaſt Encouragement, but where we deſign to 
come to a Concluſion. For 'tis an unreaſonable Thing 
to engage a Man in a Diſeaſe, which we befo:e-h 
reſalve we never will apply a Cure to. 

Bel. Tis true; but then a Woman muſt abandon 
one of the ſupreme Ble ings of her Life For I am 
fully convinc'd, no Man has half that Pleaſure in poſ- 
ſeſſing a Miſtreſs, as a Woman has in jilting a Gallant. 

L. B. The happieſt Woman then on Earth muſt be 
our Neighbour. 

Bel. O the impertinent Compoſition ! She has Va- 
nity and Affectation enough to make her a ridiculous 
Original, in ſpite of all that Art and Nature ever 
furniſh'd to any of her Sex before her. 

L. B. She concludes all Men her Captives ; and 
whatever Courſe they take, it ſerves to confirm her 
in that Opinion. | | 

Bel. If they ſhun her, ſhe thinks tis Modeſty, and 
takes it for a Proof of their Paſſion 

L. B. And if they are rude to her, tis Conduct, 
and done to prevent 'Town-talk. 

Bel. When her Folly makes em laugh, ſhe thinks 
they are pleas'd with her Wit. | 

L. B. And when her Impertinence makes 'em dull, 
concludes they are jealous of her Favours. 

Bel. All their Actions and their Words, ſhe takes 
for granted, aim at her. 3% 2 

L. B. And pities all other Women, becauſe ſhe 

thinks they envy her. 
Bol. Pray, out of Pity to ourſelves, let us find a 
better Subject; for I'm weary of this. Do you think 
your Huſband inclin'd to Jealouſy. . 

L. B. O, no; he does not love me well enough 
for that, 

Lord, how wrong Mens Maxims are ! They are ſel- 
dom jealous of their Wives, unleſs they are very 
fond of em; whereas they ought to conſider the 
Womens Inclinations, for there depends their Fate. 

Well, Men may talk; but they are not ſo wiſe as 
We — that's certain. Bel. 


—— 2 * 


14 The Provo d Wife. 


Bel. At leaſt in our Affairs. 
L. B. Nay, I believe we ſhou'd outdo em in the 


Buſineſs of the State too: For, methinks, they do 
and undo, and make but bad Work on't. 

Bel. Why then don't we get into the Intrigues of 
Government as well as they ? 

L. B. Becauſe we have Intrigues of our own, that 
make us more Sport, Child. And ſo let's in and 


conſider of 'em. [Exeunt, 


SCENE E, A Dreſing-Room. 


Enter Lady Fancyful, Madamoiſelle, and Cornet. 


L. F. How do I look this Morning ? 

Cor. Your Layne looks very ill truly, 
L. F. Lard, how ill-natur'd thou art, Cornet, to tell 
me ſo, tho the Thing ſhould be true. Don't you know 
that I have Humility enough to be but too eaſily out 
of Conceit with myſelf? Hold the Glaſs; I dare 
ſwear that will have more Manners than you have, 
Madamoiſelle, let me have your Opinion too 
Madam. My Opinion pe, Matam, dat your Lady- 

ſhip never look ſo well in your Life. in 

I. F. Well, the French are the prettieſt obligin 

People, they ſay the moſt acceptable, well- manner 
Things and never flatter. 

Madam. Your Ladyſhip ſay great Juſtice inteed. 

L. F Nay, every Thing's juſt in my Houſe but Cor- 
net. The very Looking-glaſs gives her the Dementi. 
But I'm almoſt afraid it flatters me, it makes me look 
fo very engaging. [ Looking affeedly in the Glaſe. 

Madam. Intecd, Matam, your Face pe handſomer 
den all de Looking-glaſs in the World, croyiez moy. 

L. F. But is it poſſible my Eyes can be ſo languiſh- 
ing —— aud ſo very full of Fire! 


* 


Madam. Matam, if de Glaſs was Burning-glaſs, I 
believe your Eyes ſet de Fire in de Houſe. — 
L F. You may take that Night- gown, Madamoi/elle; 


get out of the Room, Cornet; I can't endure you. 
8 This 


co —_— 


The Provok'd Wife. 15 


This Wench methinks does look ſo unſufferably 
ugly. 

2 Every Ting look ugly, Matam, dat ſtand 

by your Latiſhip. |; 
a F. No . Madamoiſelle, methinks you look 

pretty 

a 4 Ah Matam; de Moon have no Eclat, ven 

de Sun appear. 

L. F. O pretty Ex yu ! Have you ever been 
in Love, Madancih 

Madam. Ouy, roll [/ebing. 

L. F. And were you belov'd again? 

Madam. No, Matam. bing. 

L. F. O ye Gods | What an unfortunate Creature 
ſnou'd I bob in ſuch a Caſe! But Nature has made me 
nice for my own Defence : I'm nice, ſtrangely nice, 
Madamoiſelle, I believe were the Merit of whole 
Mankind beſtow'd upon one ſingle Perſon, I ſhou'd 
ſtill think the Fellow wanted ſomething to make it 
worth my while to take Notice of him: And yet I 
cou'd love; nay, fondly love, were it poſſible to have 
a Thing made on purpoſe for me: For I'm not crael, 
Madamoiſclle ; I'm only nice. 

Madam. Ah Matam, I wiſh I was fine Gentleman 
for your Sake. I do all de Ting in de World to get 
little Way into your Heart. I make Song, I make 
Verſe, I give you de Serenade, I give great many 
Preſent to Madamoiſelle; I no eat, I no fleep, I be 
lean, I be mad, I hang myſelf, I drown myſelf. Ah 
ma chere Dame, que je vous aimerois. [em racing, Ber. 

L. F. Well, the French have ſtrange obligin — 
with em; you may take thoſe two Pair of Ee, 
Madamoiſelle. 

Madam. Me humbly tanke my ſweet Lady. 

Enter Cornet. | 

Cor. Madam, here's a Letter for your Ladyſhip by 
the Penny-poſt. ' 

L. F. Some new Conqueſt, I'll warrant you. For 
without Vanity, I look extremely clear laſt Night, 
when I went to the Park, 


— _ — e ——— — — —— ũ ꝗW w—wo * 
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O agreeable! Here's a new Song made of me: 
And ready ſet too. O thou wa: 1 Thing! [Aeg 
#.] Call Pine hither, ſhe ſhall ſing it deny. | 
Enter Pipe * 74 
Here, ſing me this new Song, Pipe. 


A SONG. 


I. 
FL Y, fiy, you happy Shepherds, ys 
Avoid Philira's Charm, 
The Rigour of ber Hrart deriet 4 
The Heawen that's in her Arms. 
Neer bope ts gaze, and then retires 
Nor yielding, to be bleft: i 
Nature, who form'd ber Eyes of Fire ire, 
Of Tee compor'd * 
Yet, huely Maid, this once believe 
A Slave awhoſe Zeal you move ; 
De Gods, alas, your Youth deceive, 
Their Heaven con/ifls in Love. | | 
In ſpite of all the Thanks hau ove, + oo 
You may reproach em this; 
That where they did their Form beftowv, au 108 
They have 450 4 their Bias. 


L. F. Well, there may be Faults, Madameiſclh, bus 
the Deſign is fo very obliging, 'twou'd be a match- 
leſs Ingratitude in me to diſcover em. 

Madam. May, foy, Matam, I tink de. Gentleman's 
Song tell you de trute. If you never love, you never 
be happy Ah — que l'aime l'amour moy, 

Enter Servant with another Lester. 

Ser, Madam, here” s another Letter for 2 77 Lady- 
{1 

i. F. 'Tis thus I am importun'd every Morning, 
Ma ia nibiſelle. Pray how do the French Ladies when 
they are thus Accablees? 


1 


| Madaw. 


— _— 
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Malamn. Matam, dey never complain. Au con- 


traire, When one Frenje Laty have got hundred Lover 


Den ſhe:do all ſhe can—to 7 a hundred more. 


L. F. Well, ſtrike me dead, 
Gout bon. 


think they have le 
For tis an unutterable Pleaſure to be 


adar'd by all the Men, and envy'd by all the Women 
vet I'll ſwear I'm concern'd at the Torture I give 
'em. Lard, why was I form'd to make the whole 
Creation uneaſy ? But let me read my Letter. [Reads. 


If you have a Mind to hear of 'your Faults; in- 
© ſtead of being prais'd for your Virtues, take the 
«© Pains to walk in the Green-walk in St; Janes s 
„ with your Woman an Hour hence, Vou ll there 
«« meet one, who hates you for ſome Things, as he 
could love you for others, and therefore is willing 


* to endeavour . 


Reformation —— If you come 


« to the Place I mention, you'll know whoil amg if 
you don't, you never ſhall : So take your Choice.” 

This is ſtrangely familiar, Madame lle: now have 
I a provoking Fancy to know who this impudent 


Fellow is. 


Madam. Den take your Scarf and your Maſk, and 
go to de Rendezvous. De Frenfe Laty do juſtement 


comme Ca, 


. 


L. F. Rendezvous! What, rendezvous with a 
Man, Mada moiſelle. | ' 
Madam. Eh, pourquoy non? | 
L. F. What, and a Man perhaps I never ſaw in 


my Life! 


Madam. Tant mieux: C'eſt done quelque choſe de 


nouveau. 


L. F. Why, how do I know what Deſigns he day 
have? He may intend to raviſh me, for aught L 


know. 


Madam. Raviſh ? — Bagatelle. I would fain ſee 


one impudent Rog: e ravith Madamzxfelle ;; Quy, je. le 


vouadrois, 


LF. 


—— 5 <ooT—_—_ + 
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18 The Provok'd Wife. 


L. F. O but my Reputation, Madamoiſalle, my Re- 
putation; ah ma chere Reputation. 
Madam. Matam —— Quand on l'a une fois per- 


due —— On n'en eſt plus embaraſſee. 


L. F. Fe, Madamoiſelle, Fe; Reputation is a Jewel. 
Madam. Qui coute bien chere, — 

L. F. Why ſure you would not ſacrifice your 

Honour to your Pleaſure ? 

Madam. Je ſuis Philoſophe. 


L. F. Bleſs me, how you talk! Why, what if 


3 be a Burden, Madamoiſelle, muſt it not be 
Madam. Chaqu'un a ſa fagon Quand quel- 
ue choſe m' incommode moy —— je m'en defais, 
ite. | 

IL. F. Get you „you little naughty French- 

woman you, I vow 7 — I muſt — you out of 

Doors, if you talk thus. 1 

Madam. Turn me out of Doors ! —— turn your- 

ſelf out of Doors, and go ſee what de Gentleman 

have to ſay to you —Tenez. Voila [giving her her 

Things haſtily} voſtre Eſharpe, voila voſtre Quoife, 

voila voſtre Maſque, voila tout. ; 

Hey, Mercure, Coquin: Call one Chair for Matam, 

and one oder {calling within] for me: Va ben vite. 

[Turning to her Lady, and helping her on 

. é [haſtily with ber Things, 

Alons, Matam ; depechez vous done. Mon Dieu, 

quelles Scrupules. 

L. F. Well, for once, Madamoiſelle, I'll follow your 
Advice, out of the intemperate Defire I have to know 
who this ill-bred Fellow is. But I have too much 
Delicateſſe, to make a Practice on't. 

Madam. Belle choſe vrayment que la Delicateſſe, 

lors qu'il s'agit de ſe devertir a ca — Vous voila 

equipee partons. | 

He bien? — qu' avez vous donc? 

Do 3. Fay pear. | 

Madam, Je n'en ay point moy. 
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L. F. I dare not go. 
Madam. Demeurez done. 

L. F. Je ſuis poltrone. 

Madam. Tant pis pour vous. 

L. F. Curioſity's a wicked Devil. 

Madam. Ce'ſt une charmante Sainte. 

L. F. It ruin'd our firſt Parents. 

Madam. Elle a bien diverti leurs Enfans. 

L. F. L'Honneur eſt contre. 

Madam. Le Plaiſir eſt 2708 

L. F. Muſt I then go? 

Madam. Muſt you go? —— muſt you eat, muſt 

u drink, muſt you ſleep, muſt you live ? De Nature 
bid you do one, de Nature bid you do toder. Vous 
me ferez enrager. 

L. F. But when Reaſon cores Nature, Mada- 
moiſelle ? 2 


Madan. Els of: donc bien  infolente, oel ſa Scur 


Madam. Dar te. tack v5 ben 
L. F. Pourquoy ? 


Madam. Becauſe my Nature make me me. 1220 


Reaſon make,me mad. 
L. R Ah la mechante Francoiſe; 


Medeni. Ab la belle Angloiſe, 
tra ber Lady of 


03.1 


v1 


The End of the Firſt A. 
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Enter 125 Fancy ful and Madamoiſelſe... * 


Lady Fan. E L L;I:yow;' Madanioifeile: I'm 
ſtrangely ON o e who 
this cotfidont Fellow is 
Euter Hearnffee:.. 


Bek, — Hearifree, But ſure it cant be . 
he's a profeſs d Woman-hater. Vet who knows what 
my wicked /Eyes:may have dune? 

Madam. Il nous a approche, Matam. vi) 
EN es, usb New ill ke Ae ned indile- 

rably Cavalier, tho' he ſhould be in Love with ane. 
eie Mathng Nini Jog humble Serrdüt; Ler- 
ceive you have more Humility and good Nature chan 
I thought you had. D VB) aan bl 

L. F. What you attribute to Humility and good 
Nature, Sir, ber peer. be only due to Curioſity. 
J had a Mind to know who — had illi Mannefz 
enough to write that Dotter. e bim bit\Latter. 

Share ref Well, and now I von are ſutidfy d. 

I am ſo, Sir; Good- bi t'ye. 

— Nay, hold there; tho' you have done your 
Buſineſs, I han't done mine: By your Ladyſhip's 
Leave, we mult have one Moment's Prattle together. 
Have you a Mind to be the prettieſt Woman about 
Town, or not? How the; ſfares pow me! What! 
this paſſes for an impertinent Queſtion with you now, 
becauſe you think you are fo already. 

L. F. Pray, Sir, let me aſk you a Queſtion in my 
Turn : By what Right do you pretend to examine 
me ? 

Heartf. By the ſame Right that the ſtrong govern 


- che weeks becauſe I have you in my Power; tor you 
cannot 


—— U! oO ˙ E 1-44 


Me Provo Prot d Miſe. 7 21 
cannot get ſo quickly to your Coach, but I ſhall have 
Time dig to m you hear 17 TR * _ 


—— 
— 


8 to ou. ile. 
L. F. Theſe are inange Libertics bon take; Mr. 
Heartfore. 1 ' 1011 


Heartf. They'a are ſo, Madam, but there? s no Help 
for it; for know that I have a Deſign upon you. 
L. F. Upon me, Sir! 
Heartf. Ves; and one that will. turn to your Glory, 
8 and my Comfort, if vou Will but be & little er 
- IR AY to be. 0 
L. F. Very. well, Sir. 
- Hearty, Let me ſee our Vanity, Madam, I 
1 take to be about ſome eight Degrees higher than any 
4 Woman's in the Town, let t'other be who ſhe will; 
and my Indifference is naturally about the fame Pitch. 
Now could you find the Way to turn this Indifference 
into Fire and Flames, methinks your Vanity ought 
to be ſarisfy'd ; and this, perhaps, you might bring 
5 about upon 2 reaſonable Terms. 
N IL. F. And pray at what Rate would this Indiffe- 
rence be bought off, if one ſhould have ſo 2 
4 an Appetite to deſire it ? | 
; ' Hearif. Why, Madam, to drive a Quaker's Bar- $1 
4 gain, and make but one Word with you, if do part 
| miar it — you mult lay me down — your Aan * 
5 L. F. My Affectation. Sir! 
Heart. Why, I aſk you nothing but what yo _ 
very well” fpare. 
L. F. You: grow rude, Sir. Come, lee, 
tis high Time to be gone. | 
Madam. Alons, alons, alons. EF <a 
Heart,. | fopping them | Nay, you may as | 
f Kill; AL 8 mall, wall. which Way rege 
, L. F. What mean you, Sir? 
Heertf, I mean to tell you, that you are . me 
ful Woman upon Eartn. 
F. Ungrateful ! To who? 
o Nature. | 
L. F. Why, what has Nature done for me? 
Heartf... 
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- Hearif. What you have undone by Art! It made 
yu handſome ; it gave you Beauty to a Miracle, a 


hape without a Fault, Wit enough to make them 
reliſh 


and ſo turn'd yow looſe to your own. Diſcre- 
tion ; which has made ſuch Work with you, that you 
are become the Pity of our Sex, and the Jeſt of your 
own. There is not a Feature in your Face, but you 


have found the Way to teach it ſome affected Con- 


valſion ; your Feet, your Hands, your very Fingers 
Ends are directed never to move without ſome ridi- 
culous Air or other; and your Language is a ſuitable 
Trumpet, to draw Peoples Eyes upon the Raree-ſhow. 
Madam. [fi de.] Eſt ce qu'on fais l'amour en An- 
gleterre comme ga. | 
IL. F. [afide.] Now cou'd I cry for Madneſs, but 
that 1 know he'd laugh at me for it. EET» 
 Heartf. Now do you hate me for telling you the 
Truth, bat that's becauſe you don't believe it is ſo; 
for were you once convinc'd of that, you'd reform 
for your own Sake. But 'tis as hard to perſuade a 
Woman to quit any thing that makes her ridiculous, 
as tis to prevail with a Poet to ſee a Fault in his 
own Play. | | 
L. F. Every Circumſtance of nice Breeding muſt 
needs appear ridiculous to one who has fo natural an 
Antipathy to good Manners. 


Hearif But ſuppoſe I could find the Means to con- 
wince you, that the whole World is of my Opinion, 
and that thoſe who flatter and commend you, do it 
to no other Intent, but to make you perſevere in your 
Folly, that they may continue in their Mirth. 7 


L. F. Sir, tho” you and all that World you talk of 


- Hhou'd be ſo impertinently officious, as to think to per- 
ade me I don't know how to behave myſelf; I ſhou'd 
ill have Charity enough for my own Underſtanding, 
20 believe myſelf in the right; and all you in the 3 

» 


Madam. Le voila mort. [ Exeunt Lady Fancyf 
p ber] Thi _ Madamoilelle. 
Hearif gazing after her. ere her ſingle Clapper 
has publiſh'd the Senſe of the whole Sex. 6: 
% \ E , 


* 


- 
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Well, this once I have endeavour'd to waſh the 


Blackamoor white; but henceforward-I'll ſooner un- 
' dertake to teach Sincerity to a Courtier, Generoſity * 


to a Uſurer, Honeſty to a Lawyer, nay, Humility to 


a Divine, than Diſcretion to a Woman I ſee has once * 


* 


ſet her Heart upon playing the Fool. 
nter Conſtant. 
Morrow, Conftant. 


Conf. Good-morrow, Fack : What are you doing 


here this Morning ? 

Hearif. Doing! gueſs, if you canſt. 

Why Ihave been endeavouring to perſuade my Lady 
Faq ful, that ſhe's the fooliſheſt Woman about Town. 
| Conſt A pretty Endeavour truly. 

Heartf. I have told her in as plain Ei as I 
could ſpeak, both what the Town ſays of her, and 
what I think of her. In ſhort, I have us'd her as 
an abſolute King would do Magna Charta. 

Conſt, And how does ſhe take it? 

Heartf. As Children do Pills ; bite them, but can't 

ſwallow them. 
Con. But, prithee, what has put it into your Head, 
of all Mankind, to turn Reformer ? 

Heart. Why, one Thing was, the Morning hun 


upon my Hands, I did not know what to do with - 


myſelf; and another was, that as little as I care for 
Women, I cou'd not ſee with Patience one that 
Heaven had taken ſuch wondrous Pains about, be ſo 
very induſtrious to make herſelf the Jack-Pudding of 
the Creation. 

Conft. Well, now could I almoſt wiſh to ſee my 
cruel Miſtreſs make the ſelf-ſame Uſe of what Heaven 
has done for her, that ſo I might be cur'd of a Diſ- 
eaſe that makes me ſo very uneaſy ; for Love, Love 
is the Devil, Heartfree. "nao 1 2661 15 

Heart. And why do you let the Devil govern you? 

Con. Becauſe I have more Fleſh and Blood than 
Grace and Self- Denial. My dear, dear Miſtreſs, 
*dsdeath'! that fo 
Saint, when Religion's out of Faſhion ! | "7 

| —_— 
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24 The Prowk'd Wife. 

- Hearf. Nay, ſhe's much in the wrong truly; but 

who knows how far Time and good 8 ny 
eval? . .\ 

" Out O! they have play'd their Parts in-vain al: 

ready: IIS now two Years fince that damned Fellow 

her Huſband invited me to his Wedding : And-there 

was the firk Time I ſaw that charming Woman, 

whom I have lov'd every ſince, more than ever a 

did his Soul ; but ſhe is cold, my Friend, 

Kill cold as the Northern Star. 

 Heartf. So are all Women by Nature, which 0 
them fo: willing to be warm'd. 

Cen. O don't profane the Sex, prithee think therk 

- Angels for her Sake, for ſhe's virtuous even to a 
ault, 

Heartf. A Lover's Head is a good accountable Thing 
truly ; ; he adoreèes his Miſtreſs 24 being virtuous, and 
yet is very angry with her becauſe ſhe won't be lewd. 

Conſi Well, the only Relief 1 expect in my Mi- 
ſery, is to ſee thee ſome Day or other as deeply 
engag'd as myſelf, which will force me to be merry 
in the Midſt of all my Misfortunes. 

Heartf. That Day will never come, be aſſur'd, Ned: 
Not but that I can paſs a Night with a Woman, and for 
the Time, perhaps, make myſelf as good Sport as you 
can do. Nay, I can court a Woman too; call her 
Nymph, Angel, Goddeſs, what you pleaſe : Bat here's 
che Difference *twixt you and I; I perſuade a Wo- 
man ſhe's an Angel, and ſhe perſuades you ſhe's one. 

Prithee let me * you how I avoid falling in Love; 
that which ſerves me for Prevention, may chance to 
ſerve you for a Cure. 

- *Conft, Well, uſe che Ladies: moderately then, and 
Tl hear u-. 

Heartf. That uſing; them- moderately wndoes us 
all; but I'll uſe them Jar. and: that you ought to 
| be fatisfied: with. * . 

I-always conſid "Wo u, wot as the” Taylor, 
—— the Tire- he man, the Sempſtteſs, and 


(which is more "than all * the Poet makes * 
*. 1 ut 


. 29 ö 
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but * conſider her by Fo ure Nature has contriv'd-her, 
and that mor ain I ſhould have done our old 
Par Jo ad 1 ſeen her naked in the Gar- 
den; for Tconfider 12 turn'd Inſide out. Her Heart 
well-examin d, I find there Pride Vanity, Covetouſ- 
neſs, Indiſcretion; but above A Thing 3 Matic: lots 
eternally à forging to deſtroy one abothier $_Reputa- 
tions, and as honeMly-to charge the Leyity "of Mens 
Tofgues With the Scandal; hourly. bates, how to 
malte r Gentlemen in Love with them, with no 
- other Intent But to uſe them Aike Dogs when, they 
have done; a conſtant Defire of doing more Mil- 
chief, and an everlaſting War vag d againſt Truth 
and good Nature: © OO 

Car Very well, Sir ; an "admirable Compoſition 
trul7ß Tc 
Heard Then for her © athide, Feonfider i it merely 
as an Outſide; ſhe has «hin Tiffany Eoyoring, over 
juſt ſuch Stuff as you and I are made on. | 

As for het Motion, her Mien, her Airs, and all thoſe 
Tricks, 1 know they affect you migbtily. If ou 
fhould ſee your Miſtreſs at a Coronation dragging her 
Peacock's Train; with. all her State and of ence 
about her, tWwou'd ſtrike you with all the awful 
Thoughts that Heaven it could Nl to fran 
vou; eren I turn the whole Matter into a feſt, 


and fuppole her ſtrutring 3 in the ſelf-ſame Natel y Man- 


ner, with nothin ng on her but her Stays, and. her un- 
der ſeanty quilted Petticoat. 


N cf "Hold thy profane Tongue, for 1 hear no 


more. 

S What, Been on then ? 

Long. Fe, to Eternity. | 

Hedi Yer you have no Hopes at all.” 

Cent None. | : 

Hearef. Nay, the Reſolution may bo diſcreet enoug 
perhaps you have found out ſome new Philoſophy, Ih 
Love's like Virtue, its own Reward: So you and y 27 
Miſtreſs will be as well content at a Diſtance, 23 
others that have lefs Learning are in coming 3 


* 3 
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Cost. No; but if ſhe ſhould prove kind at laſt, 
my dear Heartfier, _. _ [ Eabraci g hum. 
Heartfree, Nay, prithee don't take me for your 
Miſtreſs, for Lovers are very troubleſome. 
Cn. Well, who knows What Time may do? 
 Hearrf. And juſt now he was ſure Time could do 
nothing. 1 A . 
Conf. Yet not one kind Glance in two Years, is 
ſomewhat ſtrange, ee in 
Hear gf. Not ſtrange at all; ſhe don't like you, that's 
all the Buſineſs. N | 
Conft, Prithee, don't diſtract me. 1 
Heartf. Nay, you are a good handſome young 
Fellow, ſhe 8 uſe you better: Come, will you 
go ſee her? Perhaps ſhe may have chang'd her Mind; 
there's ſome Hopes as long as ſhe's a Woman. 
Conſt. O, tis in vain to viſit her: Sometimes to 
get a Sight of her, I viſit that Beaſt her Huſband, but 
ſhe certainly finds ſome Pretence to quit the Room as 
' ſoon as I enter. 
 Heartf. It's much ſhe don't tell him you have made 
Love to her too, for that's another good-natur'd Thing 
uſual amongſt Women, in which they have ſeveral Ends. 
Sometimes 'tis to recommend their Virtues, that 
they may be lewd with the greater Security. 
Sometimes 'tis to make their Huſbands fight, in 
Hopes they may be kill'd when their Affairs require 
it ſhould be ſo: But moſt commonly tis to engage 
two Men in a Quarrel, that they may have the Cre- 
dit of being fought for; and if the Lover's kill'd in 
the Buſineſs, they cry, Poor. Fellow, be bad ill Luck 
— and ſo they go to Cards. 1 
Conſt. Thy Injuries to Women are not to be forgiven, 
Look to't. if ever thou doſt fall into their Hands 
Hear They can't uſe me worſe than they do you, 
that ſpeak well of em. 5 
O ho! here comes the Knight. 
| Enter Sir John Brute. 
 Hearif. Your humble Servant, Sir Fobn, 
Sir John, Setvant, Sir. 5 


Heartf: 


alt, Bir Oh Pox o' my Family ? 
m. Conſt. How does your Lady I han't ſeen her 
our abroad a while. 
; Sir Fohn, Do? I don't know how ſhe does, not I; 
or ſhe was well enough Yeſterday: Than't been at Home 
do To-night. 
, Conft. What, were you out of Town? 
„ 18 Sir Fohn, Out of Town! no, I was drinking. 
N Conf. You are a true Elibnan; don't know your 
at's own Happineſs If I were married to ſuch a Woman, 
| T would not be from her a Night for all the Wine in 
| France. + 
ung Sir Tabu. Not from her! —'Oons —— what a 
you Time ſhould a Man have of that ! a 
nd; Heartf. Why, there's no Diviſion, I hope? 
| Sir John. No; but there's a Conjunction, and that's 
to worſe; a Pox of the Parſon — hy the Plague 
but don't you two marry ? I fancy I look like the Devi! 
1 25 to you. 
4 * Why, you don't think you have Horns, do 
age ou? 
ing f Sir John.” No, I believe my Wife's Religion will 
nds. keep her honeſt. 
hat „ Hearif. And what will make her keep herReligion 2 a 
Sir Jobn. Perſecution; and therefore ſhe ſhall have it. 
In Heartf. Have a Care, Knight, Women are tender 
uire Things. 
age Sir Jabn. And yet, methinks, tis a hard Matter 
re- to break their Hearts. 
d in = 4 Fy, fy ; you have one of the beſt Wives in the 
Luck World, and yet you ſeem the moſt uneaſy Huſband. 
Sir Fob. Belt Wives I—the Woman's well enough, 
ren, ſhe has-no Vice that I know of ; but ſhe's 4 Wife, 


— 


Die Provobd Ane. 
Heartf, How does * Family? 


30 and — damn a Wife; if I were married to a Hogi- 
ou, head of Claret, Matrimony would make me hate it. 
Heartf. Why did you marry then? Vou were old 

enough to uv & your own Mind, 
Sir. John. Why did I marry ? I married becauſe I 
as a Mind to lie with her, and ſhe would not let me. 
B 2 Heart,. 
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* Heartf, Why did you not raviſh her? | 
Sir John, Yes, and ſo have hedg'd myſelf into 
forty Quarrels with her Relations, beſides buying my 
Pardon: But more than all that, you muſt_ know, I 
was afraid of being damn'd in thoſe Days; for 1 
kept ſneaking, cowardly Company. Fellows that 
went to Church, ſaid Grace to their Meat, and had 
not the leaſt Tincture of Quality about them. 

Heartf. But I think you have got into a better 
Gang now. 
Sir John. Zoons, Sir, my Lord Rake and I are Hand 
and Glove, I believe we may get our Bones broke to- 
gether To- night; have you a Mind to ſhare a Frolick ? 
2 Not I, truly; my Talent lies to ſofter Exer- 
cues, + gp 
Sir John. What, a Down-Bed and a Strumpet ? 
A Pox of Venery, I ſay. | | 
Will you come and drink with me this Afternoon ? 
2 I can't drink To- day, but we'll come and 
ſit an Hour with you if you will. | 
Sir Jobn. Phugh, Pox, ſit an Hour! 
Why can't you drink ? 
Conft. Becauſe I'm to ſee my Miſtreſs, 
Sir John. Who's that! 
Cinft. Why, do you ule to tell? 

Sir Jobn. Yes, 

Conft. So won't I. 

Sir Fohn. Why ? 

Conſt. Becauſe tis a Secret. 

Sir John. Would my Wife knew it, twou d be no 
Secret long. 
Conf. Why, do you think ſhe can't keep a Secret! 
Sir John, No more than ſhe can keep Lent. - 
Heartf. Prithee tell it her to try, Canſtant. 
Sir John. No, prithee, don't, that I mayn't be 
p agu'd with it. 

ont. I'll hold you a Guinea you don't make her 
te 1 it you. 
Sir John. I'll hold you a Guinea I do, 
Cenſt. Which Way? 


— 
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Sir 
. Heartf. * any Thing does it, that will. 
Conf. 51 0 you think, Sir 
Sir Fohn, Oons, Sir, I think a Woman and a Secret 
are the two impertinenteſt Themes in the Univerſe : 
Therefore pray let's hear no more of my Wife nor 


Jobs. Why, I'Il beg her not to tell it me. 


your Miſtreſs. Damn 'em both with all my Heart, 
and every Thing elſe that daggles a Petticoat, except 
four generous: Whores, with Betty Sandi at the Heal 
of em, who are drunk with my Lord Rake and J 
ten Times in a Fortnight. Exit Sir John. 

Conſt. Here's a dainty Fellow for you | And the 
verieſt Coward too. But his Uſage of his Wife makes 
me ready to ſtab the Villain. 

Heartf. Lovers are ſhort-fighted : All their Senſes 
run into that of Feeling. This Proceeding of his is 
the only Thing on Earth can make your Fortune; 
If any Thing can prevail with her to accept of a 
Gallant, tis his ill Uſage of her; for Women will 
do more for Revenge than they'll do for the Goſpel. 

Prithee, take Heart, I have great Hopes for yu; 
and ſince I can't bring you quite off of her, I'll en- 
deavour to bring you quite on; for a whining. Lover 
is the damn'd'ft Companion upon Earth. 8 

Cenft. My dear Friend, flatter me a little more with 
theſe Hopes ; for whilſt they prevail, I have Heaven 
within me, and could melt with Joy. 


Heartf. Pray no melting yet: Let Things go farther | 


firſt. This Afternoon perhaps we ſhall make ſome 
Advance. In the mean while, let's go dine at Locke!'s, 
and let Hope get you a Stomach. [ Exeunt. 


SCE N E, Lady Fancyful's Houſe. 


Enter Lady Fancyful, and Madamoiſelle. 
L. F. Did you ever {ce any Thing ſo importune, 
Madamiiſelle ? 
Madam, Inteed, Matam, to ſay de trate, he wanted 
leetel 2 Breeding. 
Good Breeding | He wants to be caned, 
Asta An inſolent Fellow! 


De Provet'd N. us 
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And yet let me expoſe my Weakneſs, tis the only 
Man on Earth I cou'd reſolve to diſpenſe my Favours 
on, were he but a fine Gentleman. Well; did Men 
but know how deep an Impreſſion a fine Gentleman 
makes in a Lady's Heart, they wou'd reduce all the 
Studies to that of good Breeding alone. 
| Enter Cornet. b 
. Cornet. Madam, here's Mr. Treble. He has brought 
7 the Verſes your Ladyſhip made, and gave him 
to jet. Ch | 
L. F. O let him come in by all Means. 
Now, Madamoiſe//e, am I going to be unſpeakably 


happy. 

1 Enter Treble. | 

So, Mr. Treble, you have ſet my little Dialogue? 

Treb. Yes, Madam, and I hope your Ladyfkip 
will be pleaſed with it. | 7 | 

I. F. O, no Doubt on't; for really, Mr. Treble, 

you ſet all Things to a Wonder : But your Muſick is 
in particular heavenly, when you have my Words to 
clothe in't. 

Treb. Your Words themſelves, Madam, have ſo 
much Muſick in em, they inſpire me. 

L. F. Nay, now you make me bluſh, Mr. Treble; 
but pray let's hear what you have done. 

Treb. You ſhall, Madam. 


ASON G, to be ſung between a Man and a Woman, 


M, AT lovely Nymph, the World's on Fire; 
Veil, weil thoſe cruel] Eye: 
W. The World may then in Flang expire, 
Au haft that ſo it dien. | 
M. But when all Martali are deſtrey d, 
= | NM do then ſhall ſing your Praije ? 
1 8 W. Thoſe vho are fit to 2 empi d: 
$1 The Gods ſhall Altars raiſe, 


[' F 1 Treb How does your Ladyſhip like it, Madam ? 
_ L. F. Rapture, Rapture, Mr. Treble, I'm all Rap- 


ture, O Wit and Art, what Power have you when 
loin d 


9 


% 
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Dialogue, Mr. Treble, © Its Father was a Dream, and, 
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join'd ! I muſt needs tell you the Birth, of this little 


its Mother: was the Moon. I dreamt that by an una- 
nimous Vote, I was choſen bay $a of that pale 
World: And that the firſt Time I appear d upon my 
Throne — all my Subjects fell in Love with me. 
Tuſt then I wak'd, and ſeeing Pen, Ink and Paper 
lie idle upon the Table, I ſlid into my Mormng- 
Gown, and writ this in promptu. | | 

Treb. So I gueſs the Dialogue, Madam, is ſuppos'd 
to be between your Majeſty, and your firſt Miniſter 
of State. | | 

L. F. Juſt: He as Miniſter adviſes me to trouble 
my Head about the Welfare of my Subjects; which 
I as Sovereign find a very impertinent Propoſal. But 
is the Town ſo dull, Mr. Treble, it affords us never 
another new Song ? OT 

Treb. Madam, I have one in my Pocket, came out 
but Yeſterday, if your Ladyſhip . pleaſes to let Mr, 
Pipe ſing it; | - | 
L. F. By all Means. Here, Pipe, make what 
Muſick you can of this Song here. 


S ON G. 
1. 
IV © T an Angel dwells above 
Half ſo fair as ber I love. 
Heaven knows how hell receive me: 
Ihe ſmiles I'm Bbleft indeed: 
LF ſpe frown, I'm quickly feed ; | . 


Heaven knows, [he ne er can grieve me. 


None can love her mere than I, 
Yet ſhe ne'er ſhall make me die. 
If my, Flame can never warm ber; 
Laſting Beauty Pt adore, 
 { ſhall never laue her more, 
Cruelty will /o deform ber. 
L. F. Very well: This is Heartfree's Poetry with- 
out Queſtion. h 
B 4 Tre, 
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Treb. Won't your Ladyſhip pleaſe to ung yourſelf 
this 5 

L. F. O Tord, Mr. Tr:ble,” my Cold is ſtill fo bar- 
barous to refuſe me chat Pere He, he, hem. 

Treble. Im very ſorry for it, Madam: Methinks, 
all Mankind ſhou'd turn Phyſicians for the Cure on't. 

L. F. Why truly, to give Mankind their Due, 
there's few that know me, but have offer d their Re- 
medy. . 

Teh, They have Reaſon, Madam; for I know 
No body "G8 ſo near a Cherubim as your Lad fog. 

L. F. What I do, 1 owe chief to your | re fy 
Care, Mr. Trzþ/:. Pep le do me ased det : 
have a Voice, and'aFe-ne-tai- Naß In the Conduct 
of it, that will make Muſick of any Thing. And truly 
I begin to believe ſo, ſince what happen'd t'other 
Night: Wou'd you think it, Mr. Pele? Walking 
pretty late in the Park (for I often walk late in the 
Park, Mr. Treble) a Whim took me to. fing Chevy- 

bace, and wou'd you believe it? Next Morning I 
1ad three Copies of Verſes, and fix LI at 
my Levee upon it. 

Treb. And without all Diſpute you deſerv'd as many 
more, Madam. Are there any further Commands 
for your Ladyſhip's humble Servant? 

IL. F. Nothing more at this Time, Mr. Treble. But 
I ſhall expe& you here every Morning for this Month, 
to ſing my little Matter there to me. I'll PAY you 

for your Pains. | 

Treb. O Lord, Madam 

L. F. Good-morrow, {ſweet Mr, Treble. 

_ Treb, Your Ladyſhip's moſt obedient Servant. 

[Exit Treb. 


Enter Servant... 

Serv, Will your Ladyſhip * to dine yet? 

L. F. Yes, let em ſerve. [Exit Sas want. 
Sure this Hear/free has bewitch'd me, Madamoiſelle. 
You can't imagine how oddly he mixt himſelf in my 
Thoughts during my Rapture e en now. I vow 'tis a 
thouſand Pities he is nat more poliſh'd: Don't you 
think ſo? Madam. 


mould him, Madamoiſelle? For till then he's my utter 
Averſion. | 


all he ſay, and all he do. 


\ - 
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Madam. Matam, I tink it fo great Pity, dat if 1 
was in your Ladyſhip Place, I take him Home in my 
Houſe, I lock him up in my Cloſet, and I never let 
him £0 till I teach him every Ting dat fine Laty ex- 
pect from fine Gentleman. | 

L. F. Why truly I believe I ſhou'd ſoon ſubdue his 
Brutality ; for without Doubt, he has a ſtrange, Pen- 
chant to grow fond of me, in Spite of his Averfion Mi 
to the Sex, elſe he wou'd ne'er have taken ſo much 
Pains about me. Lord, how proud wou'd ſome poor 
Creatures be of ſuch a Conqueſt ! But I alas, E dont 
know how to receive as a Favour, what I take to be 
ſo infinitely my Due. But what ſhall I do to new- 


Madam. Matam, you muſt laugh at him in all de 
Place dat you meet him, and turn into de Redicule 


L. F. Why truly, Satire has ever been of wondrous 
Uſe to reform ill Manners. Beſides, tis my parti- 
cular Talent to ridicule Folks. I can be ſevere, 
{trangely ſevere, when I will, Madamsiſell. — Give 
me the Pen and In I find myſelf whimſical 
I'll write to him. 2 
—— Or F'll let it alone, and be ſevere upon him that 
| Way. [Sitting down to write, $7 up again. 
w——— Yet active Severity is better than Paſſiuve. [Sit- 

ik PriD OK; | tig dun. 

— Tis as good let it alone too; for every Laſh: I 
ive him, perhaps he'll take for a Favous.[ Ring- 

mn Yet tis a thouſand Pities ſo much. Satire ſhouꝰ d 


 B& Joi... 5 2 | [ Sitting. 
— hut if it ſhou'd have a wrong Effect upon him, 
*twou'd diſtract me. ASS.  [Rifng- 


— Well, I muſt write tho', aſter all. Sirting « 
— Or Til let it alone, which is the ſame Thing. 
| [ Riprge 


Madam. La voila determinee.. 


be & * | 
lake rcond A ac. 
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him fay what he will. 


34 The Provek'd Wife. 


.- i... 


| 


* a 


Acer m. 


8 CEN E opens. Sir John, Lady Brute, 


and Belinda ri/ing from the Table. 


Air F. E RE; take away the Things; I expect 
Fu Company. But firſt bring me a Pipe ; 


55 I'll ſmoak. To @ Servant, 


L. B. Lord, Sir John, I wonder you won't leave 
that naſty Cuſtom. a 

Sir J. Prithee don't be impertinent. | 

Bel. [to Lady B.] I wonder who thoſe are he ex- 


pects this Afternoon? | 
L. B. Td give the World to know): Perhaps tis 


Conſtant, he comes here ſometimes; if it does prove 


im, I'm reſolved I'll ſhare the Viſit. 
Bel. We'll fend for our Work and fit here. 


I. B. He'll choak us with his Tobacco. 


Bel. Nothing will choak us when we are doing 


What we have a Mind to. LZowenvell! 
3 Low: Madam. 


Enter Lovewell. 


L.. B. Here; bring my Couſin's Work and mine hi- 
[Exit Lovew. and re-enters with their Work. 


ther. 
Sir 4 Why, Pox, can't you work ſomewhere elſe? 
IL. B. We ſkall be careful not to diſturb you, Sir. 


Bel. Your Pipe will make you too thoughtful, 
Uncle, if you were left alone, our Prittle-prattle will 


cure your Spleen. 


Sir J. Will it ſo, Mrs, Pert? Now I believe it 


will ſo increaſe it | [Sitting and ſmoaking. 


1 ſhall take my own Houſe for a Paper-mill. 
L. B. [to Bel. afide, | Don't let's mind him; let 


Sir 
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Sir F. AWoman's Ton opgne a Cure for the Spleen 
'Oons —— afide.] If a Man had got the Head. | 
97 6a be for ger ol the ſame Remedy. | 

B. You have dong a great deal, Belinda, ſince 
Yeſterday. 
2 oY » I have work'd very hard ; how do you 
ike it 

1800 tis the prettieſt Fringe ! in the World. 
Well, Couſin, you have the happiett F ancy : Prithee 
adviſe me about altering my Crimſon Petticoat. 

Sir F. A Pox 0 2 jv ave ; here's ſuch a Pra- 
ting, a Man can't digeſt his own T for o. 

B. Don't anſwer him. n 
Well, —_— do you adviſe me? | 

Bel. Why really I would not alter it at - all. 
Methinks, tis very pretty as It is. | 

L. B. Ay, that's true: But you know one grows 
weary of : prettieſt Things in the Molle. when 
ang has had.'em. long. 

Sir J. Yes, I have taught her that. 
Fel Shall, Ad rayoke him a little! : 
L. B. With all my Heart. 
Belinda, 1 you long to be e 
Bel. W ere are ſome Things i in it. I could like 


well enough. | 
L. B. What do you think you 25050 diſlike ? 


5 M Huſband, a hundred to one elſe. 
B. © ye wicked Wretch ! Sure you don t ſpeak 


as — 1 
Bel. Ves, Ldo; eſpecially if he ſmoak'd Tobacca., 

[ He looks earneſtly at m. 

L. B. Why, that many Times takes off worſe Smells. 


Bel. Then he myſt ſmell very ill indeed. 
L. B. So ſome Men will, to keep their Wives from 


coming near em. 
Bel. Then thoſe Wives ſhould cuckald em at a 


Diſtance. 
[He riſes in a Fury, one his Pipe at em, and uri a 
em out, A they run off, Conſtant 24 qarrfhee, 


enter. Lady Brute runs againſt Conſtant,” 


——  — — 5 
. v4 * * — 
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* Sir 7. Oons, get you gone up Stairs, you confe- 
1 9111 Scm pt _ Il cukold you with a 
Vengeance. bet dn | , 
| L. B. O Lord, he'lf beat us, he'll beat us. Dear, 
dear Mr. Conſtant, {ave us. * [ Exeuat. 
Sir F. I'll cuckold ybu, with a Pop. 
Conſi. Heay'ns ! Sir John, what's the Matter? , 
Sir J. Sure, if Women had been ready created, 
the Devil, inſtead of being kick'd down into Hell, 
had been marry d. 8 255 


Heart, Why, what new Plague have „au found 

now. We 4 1e — Pp 

Sir J. Why theſe two Gentlewomen did but hear me. 
fay, I — 2 you here this Afternoon; upon which, 
they preſently reſol ved to take up the Room, o' Pur- 

poſe to plague me and my Friends. wie vgs 
Conf. Was that all? Why, we ſhou'd have been 
glad of their Company. nen 
- Sir J. Then I ſhould have been weary of yours : 
For I can't reliſh botk together. They found Fault 
with my ſmoaking Tobacco too; and faid Men ſtunk. 
But I have a good Mind — to ſay ſomething. 


F. nt. No, nothing againft the Ladies, pray. 

f Sir J. Split the Ladies. Come, will you fit down? 
. Give us ſome Wine, Fellow: n e 
Vou won't ſmoak ? | L | 

1 Conſt, No, nor drink neither at this Time, I muſt 
= alk your Pardon. MY | 


Sir J. What, this Miſtreſs of yours runs in your 
Head; I'll warrant it's ſome ſuch ſqueamiſh Minx as 
my Wife, that's grown ſo dainty of late, ſhe finds 
Fault even with a dirty Shirt. ade | 6 
Hear f. That a Woman do, and not be v 
dainty neither. FA 0 * 
Six J. Pox of the Women, let's drink, Come, 
ou mall take one Glaſs, tho? I ſend for à Box of 
ozenges to ſweeten your Mouth after it. n 
Cen. Nay, if one Glaſs will ſatisfy you, I'll drink 
it, without putting you to that Expence, 


*% 
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Sir F. Why that's honeſt. Fill ſome Wine, Sirrah 5 
| 80, here's to you, Gentlemen — A Wife's the Devil. 
T o your being both married. 4 Dey driał. 
* Hearlf. O, your moſt humble Servant, Sir. 
Sir J. Well, how do you like my Wine? 
Conft. Lis very good indecd. 
Heart?. Tis admirabte * 
Sir J. Then give us 'tother Glass. 292 
Con. No, pray excuſe us now: We'll come ano- 
ther Time, and then we wont ſpare it. | 
Sir J. This one Glafs, and no more. Come, je 
ſhall be your Miſtreſs's Health: And that's a great 
Compliment from me, I affure ou. | 
Conf. And 'tis a ver obj: ing one to me: ſo ive 
us the Gia N ho 
Sir J. So: let her the. 
Sir john coughs i in tbe Ghſe 
Heartif. And be kind. 


Conft. What's the Matter? Does it g0 the wrong. 


Way? 

7. If T had Love enough to be jealous, I ſhou'd 
ks this for an ill Omen: For I never drank: my 
Wife's Health in my Life, but I puk'd in the Glaſs. 

Conft, O ſhe's too virtuous to make a reaſonable 
Man jealous. 

Sir J. Pox of her Virtue: If I could but catch hey: 
Adulterating, I might be'divorc'd from her by Law. 

Heartf. Lad bo? ſo pay her a yearly 2 to "be 2 
dillingmſh'd Cuckold. 

Enter POPE 

Sir, there's my Lord Rake, Colonel Bully, and 
ſome other Gentlemen at the Blue-Poftry deſire your 
Company. © 

Sir 7. Cod's ſo, we are to conſult about playing 


he Devil to-night. 

Heartf. Well, we won 't hinder Buſineſs. | 

Sir 7. Methinks I don't know how to leave youtho', . 
Put for once I muſt make bold. Or look you; may 


be the Conference mayn't laſt long! So if you'll — 
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here half an Hour, or an Hour; if I don't come then 
— why then — I won't come at all. | 
Heartf. to Conf.] A good modeſt Propoſition 522 
| : | e 
Conf. But let's accept on't however. Who 4k 


what may nappen #9 | n 
Heartf. Well, Sir, to ſhew you how fond we are of 


your Company, we'll expect your Return as long as 
we can. | 3 
Sir F, Nay, may be I may'nt ſtay at all: But Buſi- 
neſs, you know, muſt be done So your Servant 
Or hark you: If you have a Mind to take a Friſk 
with us, I have an Intereſt in my Lord, I can eaſily 
introduce you | TY EA 
Conſt. We are much beholden to you; but for my 
Part, I'm engag'd another Way. 3 
Sir J. What! to your Miſtreſs, III warrant. Pri- 
thee leave your naſty Punk to entertain herſelf with 
1 lewd Thoughts, and make one with us Lo- 
night. oy 
Tanft Sir, 'tis Buſineſs that is to employ me. 
oy And me; and Buſineſs muſt, be done, you 
- Sir F. Ay, Womens Buſineſs, tho' the World were 
conſum'd for't. [Exit Sir John. 
Conft, Farewell, Beaſt: and now, my dear Friend, 
wou'd my Miſtreſs be but as complaiſant as fome Mens 
Wires, who think it a Piece of good Breeding to re- 
_ the Viſits of their Huſband's Friends in his Abs, 
ence. | | 
Hearif.” Why for your Sake I could forgive her, 
tho” ſhe ſhould be ſo complaiſant to receive ſomething ( 
elſe in his Abſence. But what Way ſhall we invent bre 
to fee her? ': Toe : | 
Conf? O ne'er hope it: Invention will prove as vain D 
as Wiſhes. | 


| Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 
Hearrf, What do you think now, Friend? 
Coxft, I think I ſhall ſwoon. 


Heart. I'll ſpeak firſt then, whilſt you ſetch 1 
X 1. 5 


| 
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L. B. We think N oblig d Gentlemen, to 
come and return you Thanks for your Knight Erran- 
try. We were juſt upon being devour'd by the fiery 
Dragon. 

B. Pid not his Fumes almoſt knock you down, 
Gentlemen. | 

Heartf. Truly, Ladies, we did undergo ſome Hard- 
ſhips ; and ſhould have done more, it ſome greater 
Heroes than ourſelves hard by had not diverted him 

Conf. Tho' I'm glad of the Service, you are pleas'd 
to ſay we have done you; yet I'm ſorry we cou'd do 
it in no other Way, than by making ourſelves privy to 
what you wou'd perhaps have kept a Secret. ; 

L. B. For Sir al, Part, I ſuppoſe he deſign'd it 
no Secret, ſince he made ſo much Noiſe, And for 
myſelf, truly I am not much concern d, ſince tis fallen 
only igto this Gentleman's Hands and yours ; who, 1 
have many Reaſons to believe, will neither interpret 
nor report any Thing to my Diſadvantage. | 

Conft. Your good Opinion, Madam, was what 1 
fear'd I never could have merited; WE ITE 

L. B. Your Fears were vain then, Sir; for I am 
juſt to Body. AP 

Heartf. Prithee, Conſfant, what is't you do to get 
the Ladies good Opinions, for I'm a Novice at it? 

Bel. Sir, will you give me Leave to inſtru you ? 

Heartf. Yes that I will with all 71 Madam. 

Bel. Why then you muſt never be ſlovenly, never be 
out of Humour, fare well and cry Roaſt- meat, ſmoak 
Tobacco, nor drink but when you are a-dry, * 

Heartf. That's hard. ; 

Conſt. Nay, if you take his Bottle from him, you 
break his Heart, Madam. 

Bel. Why, is it poſſible the Gentleman can love 
Drinking ! 

Heartif, Only by Way of Antidote. 

Bel. Againſt what, pray ? | 

Hearif. Againſt Love, Madam, 

L. B. Are you afraid of being in Love, Sir? 

Heartf. I ſhou'd, if there were any Danger . it. 


. 
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L. B. Pray, — ſo? a | = 
Heartf. Becauſe I always had an Averſion to being 
us'd like a Dog "Y 
Bel. Why truly, Men in Love are ſeldom us'd better, 
IL. B. But was you never in Love, Str? 
Heartf. No, I thank Heav'n, Madam. 
B. Pray where got you your Learning then? 
Hearif From other Peoples Expenee. | 
Bel. That's being a Spunger, Sir, which is ſcarce 
Honeſt: If you'd buy ſome Experience with your own 
Money, as 'twould be fairlier got, ſo 'twould ſtick 


longer by you. 


Enter Fortman, | 
Foot. Madam, here's my Lady Fancy, to wait 
upon your Ladyſhip. r 
. Shield me, kind Heaven: What an Inun- 
dation of Impertinence is here coming upon us ? 
Enter Lady Fancyful, who rum fir /? to Lady Brute, 
| . -*-- then to Belinda, Ain *m, © 

L. F. My dear Lady Brute, and ſweet Belinda, 
methinks 'tis an Age ſince I faw you. 

L. B. Yet tis but three Days; ſore you have paſs'd 
your Time very ill, it ſeems ſo long to you. 

L. F. Why really, to confeſs the Truth to you, I 
am ſo everlaſtingly fatigu'd with the Addreſſes of un- 
fortunate Gentlemen, that were it not for the Extra- 
vagancy of the Example, I ſhou'd een tear out theſe 

wicked 'Eyes with my own Fingers, to make both 
myſelf and Mankind eaſy, What think you on't, Mr, 
Heartfree, for I take you to be my faithful. Adviſer ? 

Heartf. Why truly, Madam I thin 
every Project that is for the Good of Mankind, ought 

to be encouraged. + _ 

L. F. Then I have your Conſent, Sir? 

Heartf. To do whatever you pleaſe, Madam. 


L. F. You had a much more limited Complaiſance | 


this Morning, Sir. Would you believe it, Ladies ? 
The Gentleman has been ſo exceeding generous, to 
tell me of above fifty Faults, in leſs Time than it was 
poſſible for me commit two of em. 

12 5 Conf. 


| The ProviPa Wife. Te 
* Conf. Why truly, Madam, my Friend there is apt 
tb py I 5, familiar with t „ £3 5 45 ET 
F. He is dagen Sir; bor he's wondrous cha. 

alte Ws: it: He has had the Goodneſs to deſign a 
Reformation, een down to my Fingers- ends. 

— T was thus, I think, Sir, 0 ber Fi 

755 ud have had em ftand—- pening — 


Eyes too he did not like: 17 an aukwar 
anner. 


How was't you wou'd have 
directed 'em'? Thus I thin. [Staring at Bü. 
— Then, there was ſomething amiſs in my Gait 
tog: : I don't know well how Was; but, as F take it, 
he Would have had me walk like him. Pray, Sir, do 
me the Favour to take a Turn or two about the Room, 
that the Company may ſee you——He's ſullen, La- 
dies, and won't. But, to make ſhort, and give 

as true an Idea as I can of the Matter, I think *twas 
much about this Figure in general, he would have 
moulded me to: But I was an obſtinate Women, and 
could not reſolve to make myſelf Miſtreſs of his eu, 
by growing as aukward as his Fancy. 

[She walls aukwardly abrt, flaring and looking un- 
gainly, then changes on a Sudden to the E e if 
her uſual Fa 

Hearif., Juſt thus Women do, when they think we 
are in Love with 'em, or when they are ſo with us. 

[ Here Conſtant and Lady B. talk together apart. 
L. F. Twould however 15 leſs Vanity for me to 
conclude the former, than you the latter, Sir. 

Heartf. Madam, all I ſhall preſume to conclude, is, 
That if I were in Love, you'd find the Means to make 
me ſoon weary on't, 

L. F. Not by over Fondnefs, upon my Word, Sir. 


But pray let's top here; for you are ſo much govern d 


by Inſtinct, I know you'll grow -brutiſh at laſt.” 
Bel. [Afide.) Now I'm ſure ſhe's fond of him: III 


try to make her jealous. 


Welt, for my Part, I ſhould be glad to find ſome- 
body would be ſo free with me, that I might know 
my Faults, and mend em. i 
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L. F. Then pray let me; recommeud this Gentle. 
man to you : I have known him ſome Time, and wall, 
be Surety for him, that upon a very limitted Encou- 
ragement on your Side, you ſhall ſhall find; an ex- 
tended Impudence on his. 11 | 

Heartf. I thank you, Madam, for your Recommen- 
dation: But hating Idleneſs, I'm unwilling to enter 
into a Place where I believe there would be nothing 
to do. I was fond of ſerving your Ladyſhip, becaule 
I. knew you'd find me conſtant Employment, 
L. F. I told you he'd be rude, Beluga, 1 
. ©, a little Bluntneſs is a. Sign of Honelly; 
which makes me always ready to pardon it. So, Sir, 
if you have no other Exception to my Service, but the 
Fear of being idle in it, you may venture to liſt your- 
ſelf: I ſhall find you Work I warrant you. 

Hyartf. Upon thoſe Terms I engage, Madam; 
and this (with your Leave) I take for Earneſt. 
007 | [Offering to. kiſs ber Hand, 
| Bel. Hold there, Sir; I'm none of your. Earneſt; 
givers. But if I'm well ſerved, I give good Wages, 
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and pay punctuall7. | 7 
_ [Heartf. and Bel. ſeem ti continue talking familiarl, 1 
L. F. [Aide] I dont like this j eſting between Bl 

'cm=———Methinks the Fool begins to look, as if Io. 


he-were in Earneſt but then he muſt be a Fool Mir 


E e what a Difference there is between me 


and her. Looking at Bel. ſeorrfully. e 
How I ſhould deſpiſe ſuch . Thing if J — Nan * 
What a N oſe ſhe has ——— What a Chin fe 
What a Neck-——Then her Eyes And the worlt ] 
kifling Lips in the Univerſe —— No, no, he can never p 
like her, that's poſitive Vet I can't ſuffer em ta 
together any longer. | 
Mr. Heartifice, Do you know that you and I muſt 
have no Quarrel for all this? I can't forbear being a 1 
little ſevere now and then: But Women, you know, 80 


may be allowed any Thing. 
Heartf. Up to a certain Age, Madam. 


L. F. 
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I L. F. Which Lm not yet paſt, I 
1 Heartf. [afide.)} Nor never will, I dare irons, 

L. F. [t: Lady B.] Come, Madam, viltyourLadye 

ſhip be Witneſs to our Reconciliation ? * 

. F. You a . 

Heartf. [ Hligbtingiy.] We forgive. 

r L.B [a 2 That was a 60d ill-natur'd Reply. 
4 L. B. Then there's no Town s ſent between you? 

Heartf. Not from me, I ro [ Hfade to Conſlant ] 
But that's more than I'll do for har, for I know ſhe 
„an as well be damn'd as forbear writing to me. 
5 Conft. That I believe. But I think we had beſt 
be going, leſt ſhe ſhould ſuſpect ſomething, and be 
malicious. 

Heartf. With all my Heart. 

Conſt, LOW we are your humble Servants. I ſee 
Sir Fobn is wie engagd, 'twou'd be in vain to . 
pect im. Foy 

Heartf. Ladies, your ant. [ToBelinda.] 1 h 
Madam, you won't forget our Bargain; Im to 
what I pleaſe to you. [Exit Heartfree. 

Bel. Liberty of Speech entire, Sir. 

L. F. 9464 Very pretty truly —— But how the 
Blockhead went out: Languiſhing at her; and not a 
Look toward me —Well, Churchmen may talk, but 
Miracles are not ceas'd. For 'tis more than natural, 


nent as ſhe, ſhould be capable of making a Woman 
of my Sphere unealy. 

But I can bear her Sight no longer —— methinks 
ſhe's grown ten Times uglier than Cornet. 

I muſt home, and ſtudy 2 

To Lady B.] Madam, your humble Servant; I muſt 
take my Leave. 

L. ZB. What, going already, Madam ? 

L. F. I muſt beg you'll excuſe me this once; for 
really I have eighteen Viſits to return this Afternoon : 
do you ſee I am importun'd by the Women as well 
as the Men, 

Bel. 2 And ſhe's quits with, them both. 


ſuch a rude Fellow as he, and ſuch a little Impertt» 7 


* 
— 
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I. F. [ going] Nay, you ſhan't go one Step out of 
the Room. | "Pos 

L. B. Indeed I'll wait upon you- down. + - 
L. F. No, ſweet Eady Brute, you know I fyoon at 

Ceremony. n Wh 
L. B. Pray give me Leave. 

L. F. You know I won't. 

L. B. Indeed I muſt. 

L. F. Iadeed you ſha nnr. 
L. B. Indeed I will. It am sim i am; 
L. F. Indeed you ſh ant 

+, Ie wilt: © tt HL 3) 

L. F. Indeed you ſhan't. indeed, indeed, indecd 
you ſhan't. [Exit Lady Fan. running. They follow, 

5 Re-enter Lady Brute, fla. © 
This impertinent Woman has put me out of Hu- 
mour for a Fortnight What an agreeable Moment 
has her fooliſh Viſit interrupted Lord, how like a 
Torrent Love flows into the Heart, when once the 
Sluice of Deſire is open'd! Good Gods! What a 
Pleaſure there is, in doing what we ſhould not do! 

- R--enter Conſtant. | 

Ha! here again? | 

Conft. Tho the renewing my Viſit may ſeem a little 

* 74 vm I hope I ſhall obtain your Pardon for it, 

' Madam, when you know I only left the Room, leſt 
the Lady who was here ſhould have been as malicious 

| in her Remarks, as ſhe's fooliſh in her Conduct. 

L. B. He who has Diſcretion enough to be tender 
1 of a Woman's Reputation, carries a Virtue about 
__ him may atone for a great many Faalts. 

G Conf. If it has a Title to atone for any, its Preten- 

fions muſt needs be ſtrongeſt, where the Crime is Love, 

I therefore hope I ſhall be forgiven the Attempt I have 

made upon your Heart, ſince my Enterprize has been 

a Secret to all the World but yourſelf. 

L. B. Secrecy indeed in Sins of this Kind, is an 
N of Weight to leſſen the Puniſhment ; but 
nothing's a Plea, for a Pardon entire, without a ſin- 
cere Repentance. 1 
k he Conſe 
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Corſt. If Sincerity in Repentance conſiſts in Sorrow 
for offending, no Cloyſter ever inclos'd ſo true a Peni- 
tent as I ſhould be. But I hope it cannot be reckon'd 
an Offence to Love, where tis a Duty to adore. 

L. B. Tis an Offence, agreat one, where it would rob 
a Woman of all ſhe ought to be ador'd for, her Virtue. 

Con. Virtue ! — Virtue, alas, is no more like the 
Thing that's call'd ſo, than tis like Vice itſelf, Vir- 
tue conſiſts in Goodneſs, Honour, Gratitude, Since- 
rity, and Pity ; and not in peeviſn, ſnarling, ſtrait- 
lac'd Chaſtity. True Virtue, whereſoever it moves, 
ſill carries an intrinfick Worth about it, and 1s in every 
Place, and in each Sex, of equal Value. So is not 
Continence, you ſee: That Phantom of Honour, 
which Men in every Age have ſocontemn'd, they have 
thrown it amongſt the Women to ſcramble for. 

L. B. If it be a Thing of fo little Value, why do 
you ſo earneſtly recommend it to your Wives and 
Daughters? = 

Cenft, We recommend it to our Wives, Madam, 
becauſe we wou'd keep em to ourſelves; and to our 
Daughters, becauſe we wou'd diipole of em to others. 

L. B. »Tis then of ſome Importance, it ſeems, 
ſince you can't diſpoſe of them without it. | 

Conſt, That Importance, Madam, lies in the Hu- 
mour of the Country, not in the Nature of the Thing, 

L. B. How do you prove that, Sir ? 

Conft. From the Wiſdom of a neighbouring Nation 
in a contrary Practice. In Monarchies Things go by 
Whimſy, but Commonwealths weigh all Things in the 
Scale of Reaſon. ' . 

L. B. I hope we are not ſo very light a People, 
to bring up Faſhions without ſome Ground. 

Conft. Pray what does your Ladyſhip think of a 
powder'd Coat for deep Mourning? g 

L. B. I think, Sir, your Sophiſtry has all the Ef- 
fect that you can reaſonably expect it ſhould have; it 
pazzles, but don't convince. 

Cxft. I'm ſorry for it. 

I. B. Tm ſorry to hear you ſay fo, 


Conſt 
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Conf. Pray why ? 
L. 2 Becauſe if you expected more from it, ya 


"1 4 


-have a worſe Opinion of my Underſtanding than i ma 
deſire you * 8 1 * 775 
comprehend her: She would han 
me Cre. Une upon 2 Chaſtity, that I might think - 
myſelf the more eblig d to her when ſhe makes lay 
a Preſent of it. me 
T ber. ] I beg you will believe I did but rally be, 
"Madam ; I know you judge too well of Right 0 Wa 
Wrong, to be deceiv' 4 by Arguments like thoſe. ho 
hope you'll have ſo favourable an Opinion of 4 171 


"Underſtanding too, to believe the Thing call'd Virtu kn. 
has Worth enough with me, to paſs for an eternal 


Obligation where'er 'tis ſacrific'd. the 
L. B. It is, I think, ſo great a one, as nothing 
can repay. the 
Conſt. Ves; the making the Man you love you, Ho 
eg Debtor. l 
3. When Debtors once have borrow'd all we On 


kin s lend, they are very apt to grow ſhy of ther (« 
Creditors Company. 

Conſt. That, Madam, is only when they are fore ic | 
to borrow of Uſurers, and not of a generous Friend. mn 
Let us chuſe our Creditors, and we are ſeldom ſo un- 


grateful to ſhun em. my 
L. B. What think you of Sir Jobn, Sir? I wal the 
his free Choice. Sec 
Con#. I think he's married, Madam. 
L. B. Does A then exclude Men from you hea 
Rule of Conſtancy ? ( 
Conft It does, Conſtancy's a brave, free, haughty, 1 
gen nerous Agent, that cannot buckle to the Chains off and 
edlock. There's a poor ſordid Slavery in Marriage, ( 
that turns the flowing Tide of Honour, and finks u not 
to the loweſt Ebb of Infamy. *Tis a corrupted Soil; aga 
ill Nature, Avarice, Sloth, Cowardice, and Dirt, 1 


are all its Product. 

L. B. Have you no Exceptions to this general 
Rule, as well as to t'other ? 

k Conf, 
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Conſt. Yes, I would (aſter all) be an Exception to 


cg it myſelf if you were free in Power and Will to 


an make me ſo. 1 

L B. Compliments are well ptac'd, where tis im- 
poffible to lay hold on em. 
nf. I wou'd to Heaven were poſſible for you to 
lay hold on mine, that you might ſce it is no Compli- 
ment at all. But fince you are already diſpos'd of 
beyond Redemption, 'to one, who does not know the 
Valuè of the Jewel you have put into his Hands, I 
7 * you wou d not think him greatly wrong' d, tho” 
it ſnould ſometimes be look'd on by a Friend, who 
knows how to eſteem it as he onghe. * 

L. B. If looking on't alone would ſerve his Turn 
the Tong erhaps might not be very great. | 

Conſt. Why, what if he ſhould wear it now and 
then a Day, ſo he gave good Security to bring it 
Home again at Night? | 

L. B. Small Security I fancy might ſerve for that. 
One might venture to take his Word. 

Conf?. Then where's the Injury to the Owner? 

L. B. Tis Injury to him if he think it one. For 
if Happineſs be ſeated in the Mind, Unhappineſs 
muſt be ſo too. | 

Conft. Here I cloſe with you, Madam, and draw 
my concluſive Argument from your dwn Poſition : If 
the Injury lie in' the Fancy, there needs nothing but 
Secreſy to prevent the Wrong. 

L. B. [going.] A ſurer Way to prevent it, is to 
hear no more Arguments in its Behalf. 

Confl. [ following her.] But, Madam — 

L. B. But, Sir, tis my Turn to be diſcreet now, 
and not ſuffer too long a Viſit. 

Conſt. [catching her Hand] By Heaven you ſhall 
not ſtir, till you give me Hopes that I ſhall ſee you 
again at ſome more convenient Time and Place. 

L. B. I give you juſt Hopes enough [real. 
from him) to get looſe from you: And that's all 
can afford you at this Time. [Exit running, 


? 
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Conſtant 281 * 2 
" Now bs all that's hex 75 
oman. In what ng per 1 2 
For ſhe gave me. Hope vw" * not — gave me 


Hope? — Hope! 17 ; 20 Hope — enough 8 
me let her go —Why- that's enough in, Conf dene 
Or, no Matter how 'twas ſpoke; Hope was th 
Word; it came from her, and it was ſaid to, me. 


Enter Heartfree. | | 

Ha, Heartfree ! Thou halt done me noble JEAN. | 
'prattling to the young Gentlewoman without there; 
come to my Arms, thou venerable Bawd, and let me 
ſqueeze thec [kay him eagerly] as a new Pair of 
Stays does a fat Country Girl, when ſhe's carried to 
Court to. and for a Maid of Honour. 

Heartf. Why, what the Devil's all this Rapture for? 

Conft. Rapture] There's Ground for Rapture, Man; 
there's Hopes, my Heartfree, Hopes, my Friend. 

Heartf. Hopes! of what? 

- Conſt. Why, Hopes that my T,ady and I together 
(for 'tis more- than one Body's Work) ſhould make 
Sir John à Cuckold. 

Heartf. Prithee, what did ſhe ſay to 1 ? 

- Conſt. Say! What did ſhe not ſay ? She ſaid that 
_ ſays ſhe—ſhe ſaid ——-Zoons, I don't know what ſhe 
ſaid: But ſhe look'd as if ſhe ſaid every Thing I'd have 
her; and ſo if thou'lt go to the Tavern, I'll treat thee 
with any Thing that N can buy: I'll give all my 
Silyer amongſt the Drawers, make a Bonfire before 
the Door, ſay the Plenipo's have ſign d the Peace, 
and the Bank of Engine” s grown honeſt, - [ Exeunt, 


8 CE NE opens; Lord Rake, Sir John, 
Se. at a T able, drinking. H | 


A.. Huzza ! 
Ld. R. Come, Boys, charge again —— - Yo 

| Confuſion to all Order. Here's Liberty of Conſcience 
All. Huzza ! * 


Ld. R. I'll ſing you a Sobg I made this Morning 
ro chis Purpoſe, dr 


aww on? AXÞYDY + 5 
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Sir Fohn. Tis wicked, I hope. 
Col. B. Don't my Lord tell you he made it? 
Sir John, Well then, let's ha't. 


Lord Rake ſings. 


49 


| 
HY HAT a Pather of late h 
Have they kept in the State 2 

About ſetting our Conſciences free ? 

A Bottle has more 

Diſpenſations in Store, 
Than the King and the _ can decree. 

When my Head's full of Wine, 

T1 verflew with Defign, - 
or! And know no Penal Laws that can curb me: 


an; IWhatt'er- ] deviſe, 
uy Seems good in my Eyes, 
And Religion ne'er dares to diflurb me. 
the : III. 
ake o faucy Remorſe 


Intrudes in my Courſe, 
Nor impertinent Notions Evil, 


.- Sa there's Claret in Store, 

ſhe In Peace I've my Whore, 

1ave And in Peace I jog-on to the Devil. 

thee | 

my All ſing. So there's Claret, &c. 

fore Ld. R. [Rep.] And in Peace I jeg on to the Devil. 

ace, | 

anl. Ld. R. Well, how do you like it, Gentlemen? 
All. O, admirable ! <0 

hny Sir Jobn. I wou'd not give a Fig for a Song that 


is not full of Sin and Impudence. 
Ld. R. Then my Muſe is to your Taſte. R 
But drink away; the Night ſteals upon us; we ſhall 
want Time to be lewd in. Hey, Page, ſally out, 
Sirrah, and ſee what's cone in the Camp; we'll 
beat up their Quarters preſently. 
to Page. 


bs _ 
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Page. T'll bring your Lordſhip an exact Account. 
; $15.4 [ Exit Page, 
Ld. R. Now let the Spirit of Clary go round. 
Fill me a Brimmer. Here's to our forlorn Hopes. 
Courage, Knight; Victory attends you. 


Sir 7. And Laurels ſhall crown me ; drink away, 


and be damn'd. | 

Ld. R. Again, Boys; tother Glaſs, and damn 
Morality. 

Sir J. [drunk] Ay — damn Morality — and 
damn the Watch. And let the Confta 
ried, t 

All. Huzza ! 

Re-enter Page. 


Ld. R. How are the Streets mhabited, Sirrah ? 

Page. My Lord, it's Suncay Night, they are full of 
drunken Citizens. | | 

Ld. R. Along then, Boys, we ſhall have a Feaſt. 

Col. B. Along, noble Knight. . 

Sir F. Ay ——along, Bully; and he that ſays Sir 
Fobn Brute is not as drunk and as religious as the 
drunkeneſt Citizen of them all — is a Liar, and 
the Son of a Whore. | 

Col. B. Why, that was bravely ſpoke, and like a 
free- born Engli/pman. a 

Sir 7. What's that to you, Sir, whether I am an 
Engliſhman, or a Frenchman. 

Col. B. Zoons, you are not angry, Sir ? 

Sir J. Zoons, I am angry, Sir — for if I'm a 
free-born Exgliſoman, what have you to do, even to 
talk of my Privileges ?. 

Ld. R. Why, prithee, Knight, don't quarrel here, 
leave private Animoſities to he decided by Day- 
light, let the Night be employ'd againſt the publick 
Enemy. | 

Sir 7. My Lord, I reſpe& you, becauſe you are a 
Man of Quality: But I'll make that Fellow know, I 
am within a Hair's Breadth as abſolute by my Privi- 
leges, as the King of France is by his Prerogative. 


He by his Prerogative takes Money where it is by 
| $ 


ble be mar-. 


The Probe- M. bt 

his Due; I by my Privilege fefuſe paying it where I 
owe it. Liberty and Property, and O- Enplani, 
HazmaT [I [Exit 6% John-realing, 
All Huna mung bin. 


e SC E N E, A Bed-Chamber.. n 
Eats 270 bote and Belinda. 


L. B. Sate it's late, Bella; I begin to be ſleepy. 

.81]. Yes, tis meat Twelve: Will you go to Bed ?. 
L. B. To Bed, my dear? And by that Time Lam 
fallen iato a ſweet Sleep (or perhaps wiweet Dream, 
which is better and better) Sir oh Will come home 
roaring drank, and be over joy d he finds me in a 
Condition to be diſturb'd. = "1 

Bel. O you need not fear him, he's in for all Night. 
The Servants ſay he's gone to drink with my Lord Rate. 

L. B. Nay, tis not very likely, indeed, ſuch ſuitable 
Company ſhould part /preſently. What Hogs Men 
turn, Belinda, when they grow weary of Women? 

Bel. And what Owls they are, whilft they are fond 
of *em. | 

L. B. But that we may forgive well enough, be- 
cauſe they are io upon our Accounts. 5 

Bel. We ought to do ſo indeed, but tis a hard 
Matter. For when a Man 1s really in Love, he looks 
ſo unſufferably filly, that tho' a Woman lik'd him 
well-engugh- before; ſhe has then much ado to endure 
the Sight of him: And this I take to be the Reaſon 
why Lovers are ſo generally ill uſed. 

L. B. Well, I own now, I'm well enough pleas'd 
to fee a Man look like an Aſs for me. 

Bel. Ay, I'm pleas'd he ſhould look like an Aſs 
too that is, I'm pleas d with myſelf for making 


him look ſo. 

L. B. Nay, truly, I think if he'd find ſome other 
Way to expreſs his Paſſion, twou'd be more to his 
Advantage. | a 


C 2 Bl. 
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Bel. Ves; for then a Woman might like his Paſſion 
and him too. a 
L. B. Ves, Belinda, after all, a Woman's Life would 
be but a dull Buſineſs, if twere not for Men; and Men 
that can look like Aﬀes too. We ſhou'd never blame 
Fate for the Shortneſs of our Days; our Time would 
hang wretchedly upon our Hands. x | 
Biel. Why, truly, they do help us off with a good 
Share on't : For were there no Men in theWorld, o'my 
Conſcience, I ſhou'd be no longer a dreſſing than I'm 


a ſaying my Prayers; nay, tho' it were-Swtday: For 


you know one may go to Church without Stays on. 
L. B. But don't you think Emulation might do 
ſomething ? For every Woman you ſee deſires to be 
finer than her Neighbour. | 

Bel. That's only that the Men may like her better 
than her Neighbour. No; if there were no Men, adieu 
fine Petticoats, we ſhou'd be weary of wearing em. 
IL. B. And adieu Plays, we ſhould be weary of 
ſeeing 'em. "wi | ; | 

Bel. Adieu Hyde-Park, the Duſt would choke us. 

L B. Adieu St. Zames's, walking wou'd tire us. 

Bel. Adieu London, the Smoke wou'd ſtifle us. 

L. B. And adieu going to Church, for Religion. 
wou'd ne'er prevail with us. - * 

Both. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! | 

Bel Our Confeſſion is ſo very hearty, ſure we merit 
Abſolution. | 1 3 | 

L. B. Not unleſs we go thro' with't, and confeſs 
all. So, prithee, for the Eaſe of our Conſciences, 
let's hide nothing. | 

Bel. Agreed. | T | 

L. B. Why then I confeſs, that I love to ſit in the 
Forefront of a Box; for if one fits behind, there's two 
Acts gone perhaps before one's found out. And when I 
am there, if I perceive the Men whiſpering and look- 
ing upon me, you muſt know I cannot for my Life 
forbear thinking they talk to my Advantage. And 
that ſets a thouſand little tickling Vanities on Foot — 


Bel, Juſt my Caſe for all the World ; but go - 
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L. B. I watch with Impatience for the next Jeſt in 
the Play, that I might laugh and ſhew my white Teeth. 
If the Poet has been dull, and the Jeſt be long a com- 
ing, I pretend to whiſper one to "7 Friend, and from 
thence fall into a little ſmall Diſcourſe, in which I 
take Occaſion to ſhew my Face in all Humours, briſk, 
pleas'd, ſerious, melancholy, languiſhing Not that 
what we ſay to one another cauſes any of theſe Al- 
terations. But . * 

Bel. Don't trouble yourſelf to explain: For if I'm 
not miſtaken, you and I have had ſome of theſe neceſ- 
ſary Dialogues before now, with the ſame Intention. 
L. B. Why, Ill ſwear, Belinda, ſome * do give 
ſtrange agreeable Airs to their Faces in ſpeaking Tell 
me true — Did you never practiſe in the Glaſs ? 

Bel. Why, did you? Sant 6 0 

L. B. Ves, Faith, many a Time. | 
Bel. And I too, I own it; both how'to ſpeak my- 
ſelf, and how to look when others ſpeak. But my 
Glaſs and I could never yet agree what Face I ſhoul, 
make, 'when they come blur out with a naſty Thing 
in a Play : For all the Men preſently look upon the 
Women, that's certain; ſo laugh we muſt not, tho? 
our Stays burſt for't, becauſe that's telling Truth, and 
owning we underſtand the Jeſt. And to look ſerious 
is ſo dull, when the whole Houſe is a laughing. 

L. B. Befides, that looking ſerious does really be- 
tray our Knowledge in the Matter, as much as laugh- 
ing with the Company wou'd do: For if we did not 
underſtand the 'Thing, we ſhou'd naturally do-like 
other People. 260 ere 4 
Bel. For my Part I always take that Occaſion to 
blow my Noſe. 1 % 91150]. 40 09 ache i | 
IL. Z. Vou muſt blow your Noſe half off then at 
ſome Plays. 1 

Bel. Why don't ſome Reformer or other beat the 
Poet fort. f +. 

L. B. Becauſe he is not ſo ſure of our private Ap- 
probation, as of our. publick Thanks. Well, fure 
there is not upon Earth ſo impertinent a Thing as 
Women's Modeſty. C 3 Bel. 
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| Bel. Ves; Mens Fantaſque, that obliges us to it. 

If we N our * they ſay we Joſe our 

Charms; yet they know that very Modeſty is 
Aﬀectation, RY Wall at our Hypocr ily, 
IL. B. Thus one wou'd think twere a hard Mak 
to pleaſe em, Niece : Yet our kind Mother Nature 
has given us ſomething that makes Amends for all. 
Let our Weakneſs be 8 it will, Mankind will ſtill 
be weaker: And whilſt there is a World, 'tis Woman 
that will govern it. 75 

But prithee one Word of poor Conſtant before we 

o to Bed, if it be but to furniſh} Matter for Dreams: 
dare ſwear he's talking of me now, or thinking of 
me at leaſt, tho? it be in the Middle of his Prayers. 

Bel. So he ought, I think; for yen were pleas'd 
to make him a good round Advance T 0-day, Madam. 

L. B. Why, I have e'en plagu'd him enough to 
ſatisfy any reaſonable Woman: He has RES d me 
theſe two Years to no Purpoſe. 

Bel. And if he beheg' d you two Years more, he'd 
be well enough pay d, io * had the plundering of 
you at laſt. 

L. B. That may be: Bot I'm afraid the Town 
won't be able to hold out much longer: For, to con- 
* the Truth to you, Achnge, the Garriſon, er 

row mutinous. i 

0 Then the ſooner you capitulate, the better. 

L. B. Yet, methinks, I would fain = a little 
longer to ſee you fix'd too, that we might ſtart toge- 
ther, and fee who cou'd love longeſt. What think 
You, if Heartfree ſhou'd have a Month's Mind to you? 

Bel. Why, faith I cou'd 'almoſt be in Love with 
bim for deſpiſing that fooliſh affected Lady Fancyful ; 
but-I'm afraid he's tod cold ever to warm himſelf 
by my Fire. 

L. B. Then he deſerves to be froze to Death. Wou'd 
I were a Man for your Sake, dear Rogue. [X org ber. 

Bel. You'd: wiſh yourſelf a Woman 1 or your 
own, or the Men are miſtaken. | 

But if I cqu'd make a — of this San of 

Dacchut, 
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Bacchus, and rival his Bottle, what ſhou'd I do with 
him ? He has no Fortune, I can't marry him ; and 
{ure you wou'd not have me commit Fornication. 

L. B. Why, if you did, Child, *twon'd be but a 
good friendly Part; if twere only to keep me in 
Countenance whilſt I commit -— your know what. 

Bel. Well, if I can't reſolve to ſerve you that Way, 
I may perhaps ſome other, as much to your Satn- | 
faction. But pray, how ſhall we contrive to fee the 
Blades again quickly? | 

L. B. We muſt e'en have recourſe to the old 
Way; make 'em an Appointment 'twixt Jeſt and 
Earneſt, "twill look like a Frolick, and that you 
know a very good Thing to ſave a Woman's Bluſhes. 

Bel, You adviſe well; but where ſhall it be? 

L. B. In Spring-Garden. But they ſhan't know their 
Women, till their Women pull off their Maſks ; for 
a Surprize is the moſt agreeable Thing in the World: 
And I find myſelf in a very good Humour, ready to 
do 'em any good Turn I can think on. 

Bel. Then pray write 'em the neceſſary Billet, 
without farther Delay. | 

L. B. Let's go into your Chamber then, and whilft 
you ſay your Prayers, I'll do it, Child. [Exeurt. 


— 
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ACT; 
SCE N E, Covent-Garden. 


Euter Lord Rake, Sir John, & 0 with Sword; drawn., 


Ld/R.Y S the Dog dead? 
Bully. No, damn him, I heard him wheeze. 
Ld. R. How the Witch his Wife howl'd. 
Bully. Ay, ſhe'll alarm the Watch preſently. 
Ld. R. Appear, Knight, then ; come, you have a 


good Cauſe to fight for, there's a Man murder d. 


— -  --—-— 
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Sir Jobn. Is there? Then let his Ghoſt be ſatisfy'd, 
for I'll ſacrifice a Conſtable to it preſently, and burn 
his Body upon his wooden Chair, 

Enter a Taylor, with a Bundle under his Arm. 

Bully. How now! What have we got here? a Thief. 

Taylor. No, an't pleaſe you, I'm no Thief. 

E. R. That we'll ſee preſently: Here, let the Ge- 
neral examine him. : 

Sir John. Ay, ay, let me examine him, and [I'll 
lay a hundred Pounds I find him guilty in ſpite of his 


Teeth — for he looks —— like a—ſneaking Raſcal. 
Come, Sirrah, without Equivocation, or mental Re-, 


ſervation, tell me of what Opinion you are, and what 
Calling; for by them — I ſhall gueſs at your Morals. 

Tayl. An't pleaſe you, I'm a Diſſenting Journeyman 
Taylor. . 

Sir John. Then, Sirrah, you love Lying by your 
Religion, and Theft by your Trade: And fo, that 

our Puniſhment may be ſuitable to your Crimes 
Il have you firſt gagg'd —— and then hang'd, 

Tayl. Pray, good worthy Gentlemen, don't abuſe 
me ; indeed I'm an honeſt Man, and a good Work- 
man, tho' I ſay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it. 

Sir John. No Words, Sirrah, but attend your Fate. 

L R. Let me ſee what's in that Bundle. 

Tayl. An't pleaſe you, it is the Doctor of the Pariſh's 
Gown. 

L. R. The DoQtor's Gown ! — Hark you, Knight, 
you won't ſtick at abuſing the Clergy, will you ? 

Sir John. No, I'm drunk, and I'll abuſe any Thing 


/ but my Wife; and her I name —with Reverence. 


L. R. Then you ſhall wear this Gown, whilſt you 
charge the Watch ; that tho' the Blows fall upon you, 
the Scandal may light upon the Church. 

Sir 7ohn. A generous Defign -— by all the Gods 
— give it me. Takes the Gown and puts it on. 

ar/, O dear Gentlemen, I ſhall be quite undone, 
3f you take the Gown. 

Sir Fohn. Retire, Sirrah : And ſince you carry off 
your Skin — go Home and be happy. Me 

4251. 
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72 aft, 'T think I had e'en as good follow 
the Gentleman; friendly Advice; for if I diſpute any 
longer, who 12 but the Whim may take him to 
caſe me? Theſe Courtiers are fuller of Tricks than 
they are of Money ; they'll ſooner cut a Man's Throat, 
than pay his Bill. | [Exit Taylor. 

Sir John. So, how do you like my Shapes now ? - 
L. R. This will do to a Miracle; he looks like a 
mY going to the Holy War. But to your Arms, 
Gentlemen, the Enemy appears 4 

E nter Con/lable and Watch. 

Watchm. Stand! Who goes there ? * before 

the Conſtable. 
Sir John. The Conſtable is A Raſcal — 
are the Son of a Whore, 
 Watcthm A good civil Anſwer for a Parſon, truly ! 
Con ft. Methinks, Sir, A, Man 51 your Coat might 
ſet a better Example. 
Sir John. Surah, rn. make 2 küche 
are Men of my Coat can ſet as bad Examples 
as you can do, you Dog you. 

[Sir John ” 4p the C onftable. They kmick him down, 
diſarm him, and ſeize hm. Lord Rake, Sc. run 
away. 

Conrft. 80, we have ſecur'd the Parſon however. 

Sir John. Blood, and Blood ——— and Blood. 

Watchm. Lord -have Mercy upon us! How the 
wicked Wretch raves of Blood. I'Il warrant he has 
been murdering ſomebody To night. 

Sir Jobs. Sirrah, there's 72 ot by Murder 
but a Halter: My Talent lies cowards Drunkenneſs 
and Simony, 

Watchm. Why that now was ſpoke like a Man of 
Parts, Neighbours ; it's Pity he ſhou'd be ſo 479 
Sir 7ohn, You lye -D m not diſguis d for 

am drunk barefac'd. 

Watchm. Look you * again — This is a mad 
Parſon, Mr. Conftable I'll lay a Pot of Ale upon's 
Head, he's a good Preacher. * 


2. O 5 | Cart. 
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Coxf!. Come, Sir, out of Ref to your, Calling, 
I fac put 550 ine the Round bopls ; bur we. pou 
ſecure you in our Prawing- room till Morning, that 
you may do no Mifchief. So, come along. 
Sir J. You may put me where you will, Sirrah, 
now you have overcome me —- But if I can't do 
Miſchief, I'll think of Miſchief — in ſpite of your 
Teeth, you Dog you. „ res lr Expt. 


LEY ; j 20 =, * 4 21 S G10; 
SCENE, A Bed-Chamber.. 
Keen nee N 


Enter Heartfree lum. 

What the Plague ails me ? Love? No, I 
thank you for that, my Heart's Rock till — 

Yet tis Belinda that diſturbs me; that's poſitive. 
— Well, What of all chat! Muſt I love her for being 
troublefome ? At that Rate 1 might Tove all the Wo- 
men 1 meet, I gad. But hold !-—— tho' I don't love 
her for diſturbing me, yet ſhe may diſturb me, be- 
cauſe I love her — Ay, that may be, faith. I have 
dreamt of her, that's certain — A 

Well, ſo I have, of my Mother; therefore what's 
chat to the Purpoſe? Ay, but Belinda runs in my 
Mind waking — and ſo does many 2. damn'd Thing, 
that Ldon't care a Farthing for - Methinks tho', I 
madly fain be talking to her, and; yet I have no Bu- 

NEWS - Z VE HEE 1 

Well, am I the firſt Man, that has had a Mind to 

do an impertinent Thing | 
T9 Enter Conſtant. 

Conſt. How now, Hear fee What makes you up 
and dreſs'd ſo ſoon ?- I thought none hut Lovers quar- 
rell'd with their Beds ; I exp<cted ta have found you 
ſnoaring, as I us'd to do. 

Heartf. Why faith, Friend, tis the Care I have of 

our Affairs, that makes me ſo thoughtful ; I have 
heh ſtudying all Night, how to bring your Matter 
about with Fel inda. | 

Conſt, With Belinda 


F 


Hearif. 


— — O 
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Heartf. With my Lady, I mean: And faith Thave 

mighty Hopes on't. Sure you muſt be very well 
fatisfy'd with her Behaviour to you Yeſterday. 

Conft. So well, that —_— but a Lover's Fears 


can make me doubt of Succeſs, But what can this 


ſudden Change proceed from ? 

Heartf. Why, you ſaw her Huſband beat her, did 
you not ? | 

Conft. That's true: A Huſband is ſcarce to be borne 
upon any Terms, much leſs when he fights with his 
Wife. Methinks ſhe ſhou'd e'en have cuckolded him 
upon the very Spot, to ſhew that after the Battle ſhe 
was Maſter of the Field. 

Heartf. A Council of War of Women wou'd in- 
fallibly have advis'd her to't. But, I confeſs, fo 
agreeable a Woman as Belinda deſerves better Uſage. 

Conft. Belinda again : 

Heartf. My Lady, I mean: What a Pox makes 
me blunder ſo To-day ? [ 4fde.] A Plague of this 
treacherous Tongue. 

Conſt. Prithee look upon me ſeriouſly, Heartfree 
Now anſwer me directly: Is it my Lady, or Be- 
linda, employs your careful 'Thoughts thus ? 

Heartf. My Lady, or Belinaa ? 

Conft. In Love; by this Light, in Love. 

Heartf. In Love ! 

C1nſt. Nay, ne'er deny it; for thou'lt do it ſo 
awkardly, 'twill but make the Jeſt fit heavier about 
thee. My dear Friend, I give thee much Joy. 

Heartf. Why prithee, you won't perſuade me to 
it, will you ? 0 

Conft, That ſhe's Miſtreſs of your Tongue, that's 
plain; and I know you are ſo honeſt a F How; your 
Tongue and Heart always go together. 

But how ? But how the Devil? Pha, ha, ha, ha 

Heartf. Hey-day : Why ſure you don't believe it 
in Earneſt ? 

Conſt. Yes I do, becauſe I ſee you deny it in Jeſt. 

Heartf. Nay, but look you, Ned—— a—— deny in 
Jeſt a —— Gadzooks, you know I fay ——- 


N a — 
4 — _— 
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a——when a Man denies a Thing in Jeſ. a—— 


Cen/t, Pha, ha, ha, ha, ha. | 

Heartf. Nay, then we fhall have it: What, becauſe 
2 Man ſtumbles at a Word: Did you never make a 
Blunder ? nl | 

Conſt, Yes, for I am in Love, I own it. 

Heartf. Then, ſo am I 
Now laugh till thy Soul's glutted with Mirth. 

| [ Embracing him. 
But, dear Cenſtant, don't tell the Town on't. 

Conſt Nay then, 'twere almoſt Pity to laugh at 
thee, after {o honeſt a Confeſſion. 

But tell us a little, Fact, by what new-invented 
Arms has this mighty Stroke been given? 

Heartf. E'en by that unaccountable Weapon, call'd 
7 e-ne-ſcay-quoy: For every Thing that can come 
within the Verge of Beauty, I have ſeen it with In- 
difference. 1 

Corft. So in few Words then; 7e-ne-/cay- as 
been - hard for the quilted rom: Ore 

Heartf. I gad, I think the Fe-ne-ſcay-quoy is in the 
quilted Petticoat; at leaſt tis certain, i ne'er think 
on't without——a——a Je- ne ſcay quoy in every Part 
about me. 

Conſt. Well, but have all your Remedies loſt their 
Virtue ? Have you turn'd her Infide out yet ? 

Heart. | dare not ſo much as think on't. 

Cent. But don't the two Years Fatigue I have had, 
diſcourage you ? 

Heartf. Yes : I dread what I foreſee ; yet cannot 
quit the Enterprize. Like ſome Soldiers, whoſe Cou- 
rage dwells more in their Honour, than their Nature: 
On they go, tho' the Body trembles at what the Soul 
makes it undertake. | 

Conſt. Nay, if you expect your Miſtreſs will uſe 
you, as your Profanations againſt her Sex deſerve, 
you tremble juſtly. 

But how do you intend to proceed, Friend ? 


Heartf. Thou know'ſt I'm but a Novice; be friend- 


Iy, and adviſe me, 


Cor/f? „ 
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Conſt. Why look you then; I'd have you — Sere- 
nade and a — write a Song — Go to Church; 
look like a Fool -— Be very officious ; ogle, write, 
and lead out: And who knows, but in a Year or 
two's Time, you may be call'd a troubleſome 
Puppy, and ſent about your Buſineſs. ; 

Heartf. That's hard. | DIET 

Conſt, Vet thus it oft falls out with Lovers, Sir. 

Heartf. Pox on me for making one of the Num- 


ber | 
Confi, Have a care: Say no ſaucy Things; 'twill 


but augment your Crime; and if your Mitſtrefs 


hears on't, increaſe your Puniſhment. 

Heartf. Prithee ſay ſomething then to encourage 
me, you know I help'd you in your Diſtreſs. , 

Confi. Why then to encourage you to Perſeverance, 
tho' you may be thoroughly ill us d for your Offences ; 
Ill put you in Mind, that even the coyeſt Ladies of 
'em all, are made up of Defires, as well as we ; and 
tho' they do hold out a long Time, they will capitu- 
late at laſt. For that thund'ring Engineer, Nature, 
does make ſuch Havock in the Town, they mult fur- 
render at long run, or periſh in their own Flames. 
. Enter a Footman. | 

Sir, there's a Porter without, with a Letter; he de- 
ſires to give it into your own Hands. 

Conſt. Call him in. 

Enter Porter. 

Conſt. What 7% Is it thee? | 

Porter. An't pleaſe you, Sir, I was order'd to de- 
liver this into your own Hands, by two well-ſhap'd 
Ladies, at the New Exthange. I was at your Ho- 
nour's Lodgings, and your Servant ſent me hither, 

Conft. Tis well, are you to carry any Anſwer? . , 

Porter. No, my noble Maſter. They gave me my 
Orders, and whip they were gone, like a Maiden- 
head of Fifteen. 1 

Conſt. Very well; there. [Gives him Money. 


. Parter, God bleſs your Honour, [Exit Porter. 
| Sek | | Conſt, 
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Conſt. Now let's ſee, what honeſt truſty Zo has 
brought us. / 5 f 


Reads] 1 . 
yen and your Play- fellow can ſpare Time from 
your Buſineſs and Devotions, don't fail to be at 
Spring-Garden about Eight in the Evening. You'll. 
find nothing there but Women, ſo you need bring no 
other Army than what you wfually carry about 


Jon, 


So, Play-fellow, here's ſomething to ſtay your 

Stomach, till your Miſtreſs's Diſh is ready for you. 
Heart, Some of our old batter'd Acquaintance. 
I won't go, not I. 185 oh. 
Conf. Nay, that you can't avoid: There's Honour 
in the Caſe; tis a Challenge, and I want a Second. 
- Heartf. I doubt I ſhall be but a very uſeleſs one to 
you; for Pm fo diſhearten'd by this Wound Belinda 
has given me, I don't think 1 ſhall have Courage 
to draw my Sword. | 
Conf. O, if that be all, come along; I'll warrant 
you find Sword enough for fuch Enemies as we have 
to deal withal. - [ E xeunt, 
| Enter Conflable, &c. with Sir John. 

Conti. Come along, Sir; I thought to have let you 
Nip this Morning, becauſe you were a Miniſter; but 
you are as/drunk and as abuſive as ever, We'll ſee 
what the Juſtice of the Peace will ſay to you. 

Sir F. And you fhall ſee what I'll ſay to the Juſtice 
of the Peace, birrah. [They knock at the Door. 

Enter Servant. 85 

Conſt. Pray acquaint his Worſhip, we have got an 
unruly Parſon here: We are unwilling to expoſe him, 
but don't know what to do with him. 

Serv. PII acquaint my Maſter. [| Exit Servant. 

Sir 7. You Conſtable—— What damn'd Juſtice 
1s this ? 2 

Conſt. One that will take Care of you, J Warrant 


you. Tied 


| 


- 


do you preach, Sir? Have you any Cure? 
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Bnter Tulice 
oft. well, Mr. Conſtable,whar's the Diſoaderhere? 
Conſt. An't pleaſe your Worſhip 
Sir J. Let me ſpeak, and be damn'd : I'm a Divine, 
and can unfold Myſteries better than you can do. 
uſt.” Sadneſs, Sadneſs : A Miniſter, ſo over-taken ? 
Pray, Sir, give. the Conſtable Leave to ſpeak, and 


I'll hear you very patiently ; I aſſure you, Sir, L will. 
Six 


J. Sir——>You are a very Civil „ e 
Your moſt humble Servant. 

Conſt. An't pleaſe your Worſhip then ; he has at- 
tempted to beat the Watch po and fore —— 

Sir J. You lye., . 

"uf, Hold, pray, Sir, a little, 
ir F. Sir, your very humble Servant. 

c. Indeed, Sir, he came at us without any Pro- 
vocation, calld us Whores and Rogues, and laid us 
on with a great Quartez-ſtaf, He Was in my Lord 
7052 s Company They have been playing the Devil 

o· ni 

J Hem — Hem— Pray, sir — May you 
be Chaplain to my Lord? 

Sir J. Sir —— I preſume — I may if I will. 

Fust. My Ms, Sir, is Are you ſo 7 

Sir J. Sir You mean very well. 

Fut. He hem — hem - Under * avour, Sir, 
Pray; anſwer me directly. 1 

ir 7. Under Favour, gi Do you uſe to an- 
{wer directly when you are drunk ? 

Jul. Good Lack, gaod Lack: Here's nothing to 
be got from him. Pray, Sir, may I crave your Name? 
Sir J. Sir —— My Name's — (Ue diecops. 
1 Sir. 

Jul. Hiccop} Dpctor Huch. 1 have known a 
great many Country Parſons _ vant Name, 8 
down in the Fenns. | 
Pray where do you live, Sir?) 

Sir J. Here — and there, Sir. 


Jul. Why, what a ſtrange Man is this! Where 
dir 


Wife bi be damn' 


— 
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Sir J. Sir I have — a very good Cure 


for a Clap, at your Service. 
aft. x have Mercy upon us. 


Sir 7. Cad.] This Fellow does aſk 90. many im- 


ertinent Queſtions: I believe, I gad, tis the Jaſtice's 
Wie in the Juſtice's Cloaths. 
Mr. Conſtable, I'vow and proteſt, 1 don t 
know what to do with him. 
Con. Truly he has been but a trpubleſims Cen 
to us all Night. 
A. T' think Ic had een beſt let him go about hi 
Bulineſs; for Im unwilling to expoſe him. 
Conft. Een what your Worſhip thinks fit. 
Sir F. Sir — not to interrupt Mr. Conſtable, I 
have a ſmall Favour to aſk. 
Fut: Sir, I open both my Ears to 
Sir J. Sir, your very humble "ang I have a 
little urgent Buſineſs calls upon me ; and therefore I 
deſire the Favour of you to bring Matters to a Con- 
cluſion. 
Jul. Sir, if I were ſure that Buſineſs were not to 
commit more Diſorders, I would releaſe you. 
Sir F. None —— By my Prieſthood. 
Zul. Then, Mr. Conſtable, you may diſcharge him. 
Sir J. Sir, your very humble Servant. 11 you 
pleaſe to accept of a Bottle 
Fuft. I thank you kindly, Sir; bar I never drink 
in a Morning. Good-bye to ye, Sir, good-bye to ye. 
Sir J. Good-bye t'ye, good Sir. [Exit Fuftice. 
So —— now, Mr. Conitable, ſhall you and I go 


9m up a Whore together? 
Cent. No, thank you, Sir; my Wife's enough ta 


fatisfy any reaſonable Man, 
Sir F. [ad] He, he, he, he, Side Fool 
is married then.. - Well, you won't 80 | | 
Cenſt. Not I, truly. 
Sir 7 Then I'll 35 by myſelf; and you and EY9S 
[Exit Sir John, 
Conflable gazing after bim.] 
2 God-a-mercy, Parfon ! 


hy „% tic ws ound mand 


- _- as þ Las 


Pleaſures are generally 
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SCENE, Spring-Garden. 


Conſtant and Heartfree cro/s the Stage. As they g off, 
enter Lady Fancyful and Madamoiſelle maſt'd, and 


dogging en. 


Cont. 80: I think we are about the Time ap- 
pointed; let us walk up this Way. [ Exeunt. 
L. F. Good: Thus far I have dogg'd em without 
being diſcover'd. Tis infallibly ſome Intrigue that 
brings them to Spring-Garden, How my poor Heart 
is torn and rack'd with Fear and Jealouſy! Yet let 
it be any Thing but that Flirt Belinda, and I'll try 
to bear it. But if it prove her, all that's Woman in 
me ſhall be employ'd to deſtroy her. 
[ Exeunt after Conitant and Hearfroe. 
Re-enter Conſtant and Heartfree. Lady Fancyful and 
Madamoiſeile - fo/lowing at a "Dijtan: 

Conſt. I ſee no Females yet, that have any Thing 
to ſay to us. I'm afraid we are banter'd. - 

Heartf. I wiſh we were; for I'm in no Humour to 
make either them or my ſelf merry. 

Con Nay, I'm ſure you'll make them merry 
enough, if I tell 'em why you are dull, But 8 
why 70 heavy and ſad, before you begin to be 'd? 

Heartf. For the ſame Reaſon, perhaps, that you 
are ſo briſk and well pleas'd ; becauſe both Pains and 

f more conſiderable in Proſpect, 
than when they come to pals. 

Enter Lady Brute and Belinda, naſt d and poorly 

dreſs d. 
F 2 How now, who are theſe ? Not our Game, 
ope | 
Heartf. If they are, we are e en well enough ſerv 'd, 
to come a hunting here, when we had ſo much better 
Game in Chaſe elſewhere. 
L. F. to Madamoiſelle] So, thoſe are their Ladies 


without Doubt. But I'm afraid that Doily Stuff is not 
worn 
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worn for want of better Cloaths. They are the very 
Shape and Size of Belinda and her Aunt. 

Madam. So day be inteed, Matam. 

L. F. We'll ſlip into this cloſe Arbour, where we 
may hear all they ſay. 

[ E-xeunt Lad Fancy ful and Madamoiſelle. 

L. B. What are you afraid of us, Gentlemen? 

Hear g. Why truly, I think we may, if Appear- 
ance don't lye. 


Bel. Do you always find Women what they appear | 


to be, Sir? 

Heartf. No, forſooth; but I ſeldom find em a Hotter 
than they appear to be. 

Bel. Then the Outſide's bet, you think ? 

Heartif. "Tis the honeſteſt. 

Cent Have a Cas e, Heartfree ; you are- e 
again. 

2 B. Why, abs the Gentleman uſe to rail at 

Women? 

3 — has done formerly. 

I foppoſe he had very good Cauſe for't. 

They did — 2 you ſo well, as you thought you 
deſerv'd, Sir. 

L. B. They made themſelves merry at your Ex- 
penee, S #4 

Bel. Laugh'd when you ſigh'd. 

L. B. Slept while you were wakin 

Bel. Had your Porter beat. 

E. B. And threw your Billet-doux in the Fire. 

3 Hey-day, I ſhall do more than rail pre- 
ſently. 

Rel. Why, you won't beat us, will you? 

Heartf. I don't know but I may. 

© Conſt. What the Devil's coming here? Sir Jobs in 
2 Gown —— 


g. 


And drunk i'faith. 
| Enter Sir John. 
Sir F. What a Pox here's Conſtant, Heart- 
free === and two Whores 1 gad O you cove- 


tous 


- 
e- 


rf 
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tous Rogues ! What have you never a ſpare Punk for 
my Friend — But PI ſhare with you. 

He feizes both the Women. 
 Heartf. Why, what the Plague have you been do- 
ing, Knight? 
Sir 7. Why, Thave been beating the Watch, and 
ſcandalizing the Clergy. »- 

. Heart/.. A very good Account, troly. 9315 1289] 

Sir J. And what do you think III do next? gf 

Cenſt. Nay, that no Man can gueſs. 

Sir F. Why, if you'll let me fup with 7. FI 
treat both your Strumpets. 

L. B. F[afede.] O Lord, we are undone !- 

Hearif.. No, we can't ſup together, becauſe we 
have ſome Affairs elſewhere. But if you'll accept of 
theſe two Ladies, we'll be ſo complaiſant to you, to 
reſign our Right in 'em. 

Bel. [ aſide.] Lord, what ſhall we do ? 

Sir F. Let me ſee, their-Cloaths are ſuch damn'd 
Cloaths, they won't pawn for the Reckoning. 

Hartft „ 1 15 your Servant. RUPEES. atk 


” Conf. Adieu, Ladies, make much of the Gentleman. 

L! B. Why ture you won't leave us in the Hands 
of a drunken Fellow to ahuſe us. 

Sir T. Who do vou call a drunken Fellow, you 
Slut you? Em a Man of Quality ; tho King has made 
me a Knight. [Heartf. runs off. 
eng Ay, ay, you are in good Hands; Adieu, 

ieu 

L. B. The Devil's Hands: 1 me 80, or ru— | 
For Heaven's Sake protect me. | 

[She breaks from bin, run 8 Conſtant; recitebing 

off her Maſe, and clapping it on again. 

Sir F. III Devil you, 1.9 you, III demotiſh 
your ugly Face. 

Conjt Held a little, Knight, ſhe ſwoons. 

Sir F. I'll ſwoon her. 

- Craft. Hey, Heartf ve. 


— | P * > 1 

A 4 id 
- _ * * 

— > 2 — 
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| Re-enter Wanne, Belinda runs to him and hof ber 


face. 124 —— 
Hearif. Olle ! My dear Creature, ſtand there 
a little. [775*7 | . 
Conft. Pull him of TFack. 
' Hearif, Hold, mighty Man; look you, Sir, we did 
but Jeſt with you. Theſe are Ladies of our Ae- 


quaintance that we had a Mind to u N a N 
but now: you mult leave us. 


Sir F. Oons, I won't leave you, not E 

Hear. Nay, but you muſt tho“; and a ee 
make no Words on't. | 

Sir 7. Then you are a Cou le of damn'd uncivil 
Fellows. And 1 hope your kn s will give you Sauce 
to your Mutton. [Exit Sir John. 
L. B; Oh, I never thall come to n again 
I'm ſo frip hten'd. | 

Conſt. Twas a narrow 'ſcaps iedeed. 
Bel, Women much needs have Felice, you ie, 
whatever they coſt em. 


Heat. This might have prov'd a dear one tho“. 


L. B. You are the more oblig'd to us for the Rik 
we run upon your Accounts. 
And I hope you'll acknowledge ſomething 
his is a ſe- 
cond Fine we have deliver'd you. 

L. B. Tisttrue; and ſince we ſee Fate has Jeſign' 
you for our Guardians, 'twill make us the more willing 
to..truſt ourſelves in your Hands: But you muſt not 
have the worſe Opinion of us for our innocent Frolick. 

Hear. Ladies, you may command our Opinions 
in every Thing that is to-your Advantage. 

Be. Then, Sir, I command you to be of Opinion, 
That Women are ſometimes better than they appear 
to be. _-[ Lady Brute and Conſtant talk apart. 

Heartf. Madam, you have made a Convert of me 
in every Thing.” I'm grown a Fool: 1 cou'd be fond 
of a Woman. 

Bel. I thank you, Sir, in the Name of the whole 


Sex. 
Heartf. 
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Heartf. Which Sex nothing but e, cou'd ever 
have aton'd for. 10 
Bel. Now has my Vanity a deviliſh Itch, to know 
in what my Merit conſiſts. 
Heartf. In your Humility, Madam, chat keeps you 
ignorant it conſiſts at all. 


Bel. One other Compliment, with chat ſerious | 


Face, and I hate you for ever after. 

. Hearif: Some Women love to be abas'd ; Is that 
it you wou'd be at, 

Bel. No, not that neither; but Id have Men talk 


plainly what's fit for Women ta hear, withqut putting. 


em either to a real, or an affected Blu, 

Hearif. Why then, in as plain Terms as I can find 
to expreſs myſelf, I _ 'd _—_ you even to —— Ma- 
trimony itſelf a-moſt, 1 0 

Bel. Juſt as Sir Joon a her Ladyſhip there. | 

What think you? Don't you. believe one-Month's 
Time might bring you down to the ſame Indifference, 
only clad in a little better Manners, perhaps ? Well, 
you Men are unaccountable Things, mad till you have 
your Miſtreſſes, and then, ſtark mad till you are rid of 
em again. Tell me earneſtly, is not your Patience 
put to a much ſeverer Trial after Poſſeſſion, than be- 
tore ? 

Heartf. With a great many, I muſt confeſs it is, 
to our exon. Scandal; but I ——— dear Creature, 
do but try m 

Bel. Thats the ſureſt Way indeed to + Jy but 
not the ſafeſt. 

To Lady B.] Madam, are not you for taking a 
Turn in the great Walk ? It's almoſt dark, No- body 
will know us, 

L. B. Really I find myſelf ſomething idle, Belinda; 
beſides, I dote upon this little odd private Corner. 
But don't let my lazy Fancy confine you. 

Conſt. [ afide.) So, ſhe wou'd be left alone with me, 
that's well. 

Bel. Well, we'll take one Turn, and come to you 
again, 


To 
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To Heartf. Come, Sir, ſhall we go pry into the fl 

| Secrets of the Garden ? Who knows nt iſcoveries MW « 
we may make. YN 

Hearif. Madam, I'm at dur Service. 1 

Gs. 140 Heartf, [aas] Don't make too mach t 

a 

\ 


Haſte back; for, d'ye hear I may be bufy. 
. Heartf. Enough. [Ex. Belinda and Heartfree, 
L. B. Sure you think me ſcardalouſly free, Mr. 
3 I'm afraid I ſhall loſe your good Opinion 
of me 
0 My good Opinion, Madam, is like your 
- ch My oc be — 1 
L. B. But if I oOo,j meve my Cruelty, then 
there's an End of your good Opinion. 
- Conft. There is not 10 fri an Alliance between 
'em neither. Tis certain I ſhou'd love you then 
better (if that be poſſible) than I do now; and Where 
I love, I always eſteem. 
L. B. Indeed, I doubt you much : 
Why, — you had a Wife, and ſhe ſhould enter. 
tain a Gal 
Conft, If I gave her jolt Cauſe, how cou'd 1 jaſthy 
condemn her ? 
L. B. Ah; but you'd differ widely about juſt Cauſes, W V< 
Conſt. But Blows can bear no Diſpute. 


E. B. Nor ill Manners much, truly. ſo 
Conſt. Then no Woman upon Earth has ſo juſt a 
Cauſe as you have. m 
L. B. O, but a faithful Wife, is a beautiful Cha- gr 
racter. a 
Cent. To a deſerving Huſband, I confeſs it is. 10; 
L. B. But can his Faults releafe my Duty ? th 


Cent. In Equity without Doubt. And where Laus #* 
diſpenſe with Equity, Equity ſhould diſpenſe with int 


Laws. 
L. B, Pray let's leave this Diſpute ; for you Men che 


have as much Witchcraft in your Arguments, Wl 


Women have 1n their Eyes. 
Conf?. But whilft you attack me with your Charms, let 


tis but reaſonable 1 aſlault you with mine. 
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I. B. The Caſe is not the ſame. What Miſchief we 
do, we can't help, and therefore are to be forgiven, 

Conft. Beauty obtains Pardon, for the Pain that 
it gives, when it applies the Balm of Compaſſion to 
the Wound : But a fine Face, and a hard Heart, is 
almoſt as bad as an ugly Face and a ſoft one; both 
very troubleſome to many a poor Gentleman. 

L. B. Yes, and to many a poor Gentlewoman too, 
] can aſſure you. But pray, which of em is it that 
moſt afflicts you? ˖ . 

Con. Your Glaſs and Conſcience will inform you, 
Madam. But for Heaven's Sake (for now I muſt 
be ſerious) if Pity, or if Gratitade can move you: 

| [Taking her Hand. 

If Conſtancy and Truth have Power to tempt you: 
If Love, if Adoration can affect you, give me at 
leaſt ſome Hopes, that Time may do, what you per- 
haps mean never to perform; twill eaſe my Suffer. 
ings, tho" not quench my Flame. | | 

L. B. Your Sufferings eas'd, your Flame wou'd 
ſoon abate : And that 1 wou'd preſerve, not quench 
it, Sir. | 

Con. Wou'd you preſerve it, nouriſh it vich Fa- 
yours ; for that's the Food it naturally requires. 

L. B. Yet on that natural Food, 'twou'd ſurfeit 
ſoon, ſaou'd I reſolve to grant all you wou d aſk. 

Confl. And in refuſing all, you ſtarve it. Forgive 
me therefore, if fince my Hunger rages, I at laft 
grow wild, and in my Frenzy force at leaft this from 
you. [ Kiſſing her Hand.] Or, if you'd have my Flame 
ſoar higher ftill, then grant me this, and this, and 
this, and Thouſands more; [ ing fir ft her Hand, then 


ber Nee.) [afide.) For now's the Time, ſhe melts 
into Compathon. 


L. B. [ide] Poor Coward Virtue, how it ſhuns 
the Battle. O Heavens ! let me go. 

Conft. Ay, go, ay : Where ſhall we go, my charm- 
ing Angel into this private Arbour Nay, 
let's loſe no Time Moments are precious. 


L. B. And Lovers wild. Pray let us ſtop here ; 


at leaſt for this Time, Conff. 
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Cost. Tis impoſſible: He that has Power over 


you, can have none over himſelf. 


LA. be is forcing her into the Arbour, Lady Fancyful 
and Madamoiſelle ball out upon them, and run evir 
ttb Stage.) x | 
L. B. Ah! Tm loſt. 
L. F. Fe, fe, fe, fe, fe 
Madam. Fe, fe, fe, fe, fe. 

Conf.” Death and Furies, who are theſe ? — 

L. B. O Heavens! I'm out of my Wits : If they 
knew me, I'm ruin'd., 

Conſt: Don't be frighten d; ten thouſand. to one 
they are Strangers to you. 

L. B. Whatever they are, I won't ſtay here a Mo- 
ment longer. | 

Conſt. Whither will you go? $46 
L. B. Home, as if the Devil were in me. Lord, 
where's this Be/inda now ? 

Enter Belinda and Heartfree. 

O! It's well you are come: I'm ſo frighten'd, my 
Hair ſtands an end. Let's be gone for Heaven's ſake, 

Bel. Lord, what's the Matter ? 

IL. B. The Devil's the Matter, we are diſcovered, 
Here's a Couple of Women have done the moſt im- 
pertinent Thing. Away, away, away, away, away, 
, [ Exit running. 

Re-enter Lady Fancyful and Madamoiſelle. 

L. F. Well, Madamoiſelle, 'tis a prodigious Thing 
how: Women can ſuffer filthy Fellows to grow fo fa- 
miliar with 'em. 1 
. Madam. Ah Matam, il n'y a rien defi Naturel. 

L. F. Fe, fe, fe. But oh my Heart! O Jealouſy! 
O Torture! I'm upon the Rack. What ſhall I do? 
My Lover's loſt, I ne'er ſhall ſee him mine. - 

Pauſing. ] But I may be reveng'd ; and that's 
the ſame Thing. Ah ſweet Revenge! Thou welcome 
Thought, thou healing Balſam to my wounded Soul. 
Be but propitious on this one Occaſion, I'Il place my 
Heaven in thee, for all my Life to come. 4 

9 


rer 


ful 
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To Woman how indulgent Nature's kind; 

No Blaſt of Fortune long diſturbs her Mind: 

Compliance to her Fate ſupports her till ; M 

If Love won't make her happy—— Miſchief will. 
I lah . ¶Exeunt. 


— 


— —— 


AO PV, 
SCEN E, Lady Fancyful's Houſe, X 


Enter Lady Fancyful and Madamoiſelle. 


L. F. ELL, Madamiijelk ; did you dog the 
W filthy Things? 

Madam. O que ouy, Matam. 

L. F. And where are they? 

Madam. Au Logis. 

L. F. What, Men and all? 

Madam. Tous enſemble. 

I. F. O Confidence! What, carry their Fellows 
to their own Houle ? 

Madam. C'eſt que le Mar n'y eſt pas, 

L. F. No, ſo I believe, truly. But he ſhall be 
there, and quickly too, if I can find him out. Well, 
tis a prodigious Thing, to ſee when Men and Wo- 
men get together, how they fortify one another in 
their Impudence. But if that drunken Fool, her 
Huſband, be to be found in e'er a Tavern in Town, 
III ſend him amongſt em: I'll ſpoil their Sport. 

Madam. En verite, Matam, ce ſeroit damage. 

L. F. ”Tis in vain to oppoſe it, Madamoijelle ; 
therefore never go about it, For I am the ſteadieſt 
Creature in the nien I have determin'd to 
do Miſchief, So, come along, [Exeunt, 


D SCENE, 


2 


——— 2 
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SC E N E, Sir John Brute*s Houſe. 


Enter Conſtant, Heartfree, Lady Brute, Belinda, and 
7 ORE: ' ' Lovewell. 

L. B. But are you ſure you don't miſtake, Lowe- 
well? 2 

Lo. Madam, I ſaw em all go into the Tavern to- 
gether, and my Maſter was ſo drunk he cou'd ſcarce 


IL. B. Then, Gentlemen, I believe we may ven 
ture to let you ſtay, and play at Cards with us, an 
Hour or two; for they'll ſcarce part 'till Morning. 

Bel. I think tis Pity they ſhou'd ever part. 

Conft. Ihe Company that's here, Madam. 

L. B. Then, Sir, the Company that's here, muſt 
remember to part itſelf, in Time. 

Conſt. Madam, we don't intend to forfeit your fu- 
ture Favours, by indiſcreet Uſage of this. The Mo- 
ment you give us the Signal, we ſhan't fail to make 
our Retreat. 

L, B. Upon thoſe Conditions then, let us ſet down 
to Cards, 

Enter Lovewell. . 

O Lord, Madam, here's my Maſter juſt ſtaggerin 
in upon you; he has been quarrelſome yonder, an 
they have kick'd him out of the Company. 

L. B. Into the Cloſet, Gentlemen, for Heaven's 
Sake; I'll wheedle him to Bed, if poſſible. 

[Conſt. and Heartf. run into the Claſet. 
Enter Sir john, all Dirt and bloody. 
bee; Bo Ak ah——— he's all over Blood. 

Sir 7. What the Plague does the Woman 
ſquall for? Did you never ſee a Man in Pickle betore ? 

L. B. Lord, where have you been ? 

Sir F. I have been at — Cuffs. | 

L. B. I fear that is not all. I hope you are not 
wounded. | 

Sir 7. Sound as a Roach, Wife. 


L. J. 


. 
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L. B. I'm mighty glad to hear it. 


Sir F. You know I think you lye. i 
L. B. You do me Wrong to think ſo. For Hea- 


ven's my Witneſs, I had rather ſee my own Blood 


trickle down, than yours, 

Sir F. Then will I be crucify'd. | 

L. B. "Tis a hard Fate, I ſhou'd not be beliey'd. 

Sir F. Tis a damn'd Atheiſtical Age, Wife. 

L. B. I am ſure I have given you a thouſand ten- 
der Proofs, how great my Care 1s of you. 

But, ſpite of all your cruel Thoughts, I'll ſtill per- 
fiſt, and at this Moment, if I can, perſuade you to 
lie down, and ſleep a little. 

Sir F. Why do you think I'm drunx⁊ 
you Slut you ? 

L. B. Heaven forbid, I ſhon'd : But I'm afraid 
you are feveriſh. Pray let me feel your Pulſe. 

Sir F. Stand off, and be damn'd, 

L. B. Why, I ſee your Diſtemper in your very 
Eyes. You are all on Fire. Pray go to Bed; let 
me intreat you. | 

Sir F. —— Come, kiſs me, then. 

3 B. kiſſing bim. ] There: Now go. [de. He 
ſtinks like Poiſon . hi 

Sir F. I ſee it goes damnably againſt her Sto» 
mach, —— 

And therefore, —kiſs me again. 

L. B. Nay, now you fool me. 

Sir J. Do't J ſay. | 

L. B. Aſide.] Ah, Lord have Mercy upon me, 

Well; there: Now will you go? 

Sir F. Now, Wife, you ſhall ſee my Gratitude. 
You gave me two Kiſles——I'll give you two 


[ Kiſſes and tunibles ber. 
L. B. O Lord: Pray Sir Johr, be quiet. 
Heavens, what a Pickle am I in. | 
[Bel. Afide.] If I were in her Pickle, I'd call my 
Gallant out of the Cloſet, and he ſhou'd cudgel him 


ſoundly, 
D z Sir 
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Sir F. So, now you being as dirty and as naſty as 
myſelf, we may go pig together. But firſt I muſt 
have a Cup of your cold Tea, Wife. : 

[ Going to the Cloſet. 

L. B. O, I'm ruin'd! 

There's none there, my Dear. | 

Sir J. I'll warrant you, I'll find ſome, my Dear. 

L. B. You can't open the Door, the Lock's ſpoil'd ; 
J have been turning and turning the Key this half 
Hour to no Purpoſe. I'll ſend for the Smith To- 
morrow. 

Sir J. There's ne'er a Smith in Europe can open a 
Door with more Expedition than I can do As 
for Example ; 

——Pou. [ He burſts open the Door with his Foot. 
— How now! | x 

What the Devil have we got here! 

Confiant—— Heartfree—— And two Whores again, 
I gad — This is the worſt cold Tea——that ever I 
met with in my Life 

Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. 

L. B. | Afide ] O Lord, what will become of us! 

Sir 7. Gentlemen I am your very humble 
I give you many Thanks] ſee 


I ſhall do all I 


can to return the Obligation, 

Conft. Sir, how oddly ſoever this Buſineſs may ap- 
pear to you, you wou'd have no Cauſe to be uneaſy, 
if you knew the Truth of all Things; your Lady is 
the moſt virtuous Woman in the World, and nothing 
has paſt, but an innocent Frolick. 

Hearif. Nothing elſe, upon my Honour, Sir. 

Sir F. You are both very civil Gentlemen 
And my Wife, there, is a very civil Gentlewoman ; 
therefore I don't doubt but many civil 'Things have 
paſt between you. Your very humble Servant. 

L. B. [ Aſide to Conſt.] Pray be gone: He's fo 
drunk he can't hurt us 'To-night, and To-morrow 
Morning you ſhall hear from us. ; 

Con/i, Til obey you, Madam, 

Sir. 
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Sir, when you are cool, you'll underſtand Reaſon 
better. So then I ſhall take the Pains to inform you. 
If not — I wear a Sword, Sir, and ſo good b'wy 
to you. Come along, Heartfree. 

Sir 7. Wear a Sword, Sir — And what of all 
that, Sir? | | 

He comes to my Houſe ; Eats my Meat ; Lies with 
my Wife ; Diſhonours my Family ; Gets a Baſtard to 
inherit my Eſtate — And when I aſk a civil Account 
of all this Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword—— Wear 
a Sword, Sir, Yes, Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword 
It may be a good Anſwer at Croſs-purpoſes ; but tis 
a damn'd one to a Man in my whimſical Circum- 
ſtance — Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword! 

To Lady B.] And what do you wear now? ha! 
tell me. [ Sitting down in à great Chair. 

What? you are modeſt, and can't! 

Why then III tell you, you Slut you. 

You wear An impudent lewd Face — 

A damn'd deſigning Heart And a Tail - And 
a Tail full of. [ He falls faſt aſizep, ſuaring. 

L. B. So; Thanks to kind Heaven, he's faſt for 
ſome Hours. 

Bel. Tis well he is fo, that we may have Time to 
lay our Story handſomely : for we mult lye like the 
Devil, to bring ourſelves off. 

L. B. What ſhall we ſay, Belinda ? 

Bel. Mufing.] ——T'll tell you: It muſt all light 
upon Heartfree and I, We'll ſay he has courted me 
ſome Time, but for Reaſons unknown to us, has ever 
been very earneſt the Thing might be kept from Sir 
Jobn. That therefore hearing him upon the Stairs, 
he run into the Cloſet, tho' againſt our Will, and 
Con/tant with him, to prevent Jealouſy. And to give 
this a good impudent Face of Truth, (that I may de- 
liver you from the Trouble you are in) I'll e'en (if he 
pleaſes) marry him. 

L. B. I'm beholden to you, Couſin ; but that wou'd 
be carrying the Jeſt a little too far for your own Sake: 
You know he's a Fong Brother, and has _—_— 

3 et. 
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Bel. "Tis true : But I like him, and have Fortune 
enough to keep above Extremity. I can't ſay, I wou'd 
live with him in a Cell, upon Love and Bread and 
Butter : But I had rather have the Man I love, and a 
middle State of Life, than that Gentleman in the 
Chair, there, and twice your Ladyſhip's Splendour. 

L. B. In Truth, Niece, you are in the right on't : 
for I am very uneaſy with my Ambition. But perhaps 
boy I married as you'll do, I might have been as ill 
us'd, | 

Bel. Some Riſque, I do confeſs, there always is: 
But if a Man has the leaſt Spark, either of Honour 
or Good-Nature, he can never uſe a Woman ill that 
loves him, and makes his Fortune both. Yet I muſt 
own to you, ſome little ſtruggling I ſtill have, with 
this teaüng Ambition of ours, For Pride, you know, 
is as natural to a Woman, as tis to a Saint. I can't 
help being fond of this Rogue ; and yet it goes to my 
Heart to think I muſt never whiſk to Hyde-Park, with 
above a Pair of Horſes ; have no Coronet upon my 
Coach, nor a Page to carry up my Train. But above 
all that Buſineſs of Place——Well; taking 
Place 1s a noble Prerogative. 

L. B. Eſpecially 3 a Quarrel. 

Bel. Or of a Rival. But pray ſay no more on't, for 
fear I change my Mind. 

For o' my Conſcience, were't not for your Affair 
in the Balance, I ſhou'd go near to pick up ſome 
odious Man of Quality yet, and only take poor 

Heart ret for a Gallant. 

L B. Then him you muſt have, however Things ga? 

Bel Yes. 

L. B. Why we may pretend what we will ; but 
'tis a hard Matter to live without the Man we love 

Bel. Eſpecially when we are married to the Man 
we hate, 

Pray tell me: Do the Men of the Town ever be- 
lieve us virtuous, when they ſee us do ſo? 
L. B. O, no: Nor indeed hardly, let us do what 


we will. 
They 


at 


y 
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They moſt of them think, there is no ſuch Thing 
as Virtue, conſider' d in the ſtricteſt Notions of it: 
Ard therefore when you hear m fay, Such a one is a 
Woman of Reputation, they only mean ſhe's a Wo- 
man of Diſcretion. For they conſider, we have no 
more Religion than they have, nor ſo much Morality ; 
and between you and I, Belinaa, I'm afraid the Want 
of Inclination ſeldom protects any of us. 

Bil, But what think you of the Fear of being 
found out ? | 
IL. B. I think that never kept any Woman virtuous 
long, We are not ſuch Cowards neither. No : Let 
us once pals Fifteen, and we have too good an Opinion 
of our own Cunning, to believe the World canpene- 
trate into what we wou'd keep a Secret. And ſo in 
thort we cannot reaſonably blame the Men for judging 
of us by themſelves. 

4 * But ſure we are not ſo wicked as they are after 
| 

L. B. We are as wicked, Child, but our Vice lies 
another Way: Men have more Courage than we, ſo 
they commit more bold impudent Sins. They quar- 
rel, fight, ſwear, drink, blaſpheme, and the like: 
Whereas we, being Cowards, only back-bite, tell 
Lies, cheat at Cards, and ſo forth, But tis late: Let's 
end our Diſcourſe for To-night, and out of Exceſs of 
Charity, take a ſmall Care of that naſty drunken 
Thing there—Do but look at him, Belinda. 

Bel. Ah 'tis a ſavoury Diſh. 

L. B. As ſavoury as tis, I'm cloy'd witk't, Prithee 
call the Butler to take it away. 

Bel. Call the Butler Call the Scavenger. 
To @ Servant within.) Who's there? Call Rar? Let 
him take away his Maſter, ſcour him clean with a 
little Soap and Sand, and ſo put him to Bed. 

L. B. Come Belinda, I'll e'enlie with you To- night; 
and in the Morning we'll ſend for our Gentlemen to 
ſet this Matter even. 

B.. With all my Heart. | 

L. B. Good Night, my Dear, [ Making a law Cour g. 
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Beth, Ha, ha, ha. [Exetunt. 

| Erter Raſor. 

My Lady there's a Wag My Maſter there's a 
Cuckold. Marriage is a flippery Thing Women 
have deprav'd Appetites=——— My Lady's a Wag; 
J have heard all; f have ſeen all; I underſtand all; 
and I'Il tell all; for my little Frenchaueman loves News 
dearly. This Story'll gain her Heart, or nothing will. 

To his Maſter. } Come, Sir, your Head's too full of 
Fumes at preſent, to make Room for your Jealouſy; 
but I reckon we ſhall have rare Work with you, when 
your Pate's empty. Come to your Kennel, you Cuck- 
oldly drunken Sot you. - | 
[Carries him out upon his Back, 


SCENE, Lady Fancyful's Houſe. 


Enter Lady Fancyful and Madomaiſelle. 


E 

L. F. But why did not you tell me before, Ma- 
Aamoijſelle, that Refor and you were fond ? 

Madam. De Modeſty hinder me, Matam, 

L. F. Why truly Modeſty does often hinder us 
from doing Things we have an extravagant Mind to. 
But does he love you well enough yet, to do any 
Thing you bid him? Do you think, to oblige you, 
he wou'd ſpeak Scandal ? 

Madam. Matam, to oblige your Ladyſhip, he ſhall 
ſpeak Blaſphemy. | 

L. F. Why then, Madamiiſelle, I'll tell you what 
you ſhall do. You ſhall engage him to tell his Maſ- 
ter all that paſt in Spring-Garden: I have a Mind he 
ſhou'd know what a Wife and a Niece he has got. 

Madam. Il le fera, Matam. 

Enter a Footman, who ſpeaks to Madamoiſelle apart. 

Foot Madamoiſelle, yonder's Mr. Rafſor delires to 
ſpeak with you. 

Madam. 'Tell him, I come preſently. 

[Exit Footman. 


Raſor be dare, Matam, | 
/ | L. | 
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L. F. That's fortunate: Well, I'll. leave you to- 
gether : And if you find him ſtubborn, Madamoiſelle, 
hark you don't refuſe him a few little reaſon- 
able Liberties, to put him in Humour, 

Madam. Laiſez moy faire, [Exit Lady Fanciful. 

lung in; and ſeting Lady Fanciful gone, runs 

1 Madamoiſelle, takes ber about the Neck and 
kiſſes ber.] 

Madam. How now, Confidence ! 

Rafor. How now, Modeſty ! 

Madam. Who makes you ſo familiar, Sirrah ? 

Raſor. My Impudence, Huſſy. 

Madam, Stand off, Rogue-Face. 

Rafor. Ah Madamoiſelle =———<— great News 
at our Houſe. 

Madam. Why what be de Matter ? 

Rar. The Matter? Why, Uptails All's 
the Matter. 

Madam. Tu te mocque de moy. 

Rar. Now do you long to know the Particulars : 
The Time when : The Place where: The Manner 
how. But I won't tell you a Word more. 

Madam. Nay, den dou kill me, Rar. 

Raſor. Come, kiſs me, then. 

[ Clapping his Hands behind him. 

Madam. Nay, pridee tell me. 

Rafor. Good b'wy to ye. x [ Going, 

Madam. Hold, hold, I will kiſs dee. [ Ki/tng him. 

Raſor. So, that's civil: Why now, my pretty Pall; 
my Goldfinch-; my little Waterwagtail——you muſt 
know that ——— Come, kiſs me again. 

Madam. IJ won't kiſs de no more. 


Rajor. Good b'wy to ye. [ Going. 
Madam, Doucement ; Dare : Es tu content ? 
[Kiſſing him, 


Rafor, So: Now I'll tell thee all. 

Why the News is, That Cuckoldom in Folio is new- 
ly printed; and Matrimony in Quarto is juſt going 
into the Preſs. Will you buy any Books, Madamoi/clle? 

Madam. Tu parle comme un Librair, de Devil no 


underſtand dee, D 5 Roper. 
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Ra ſir. Why then, that I may make myſelf intelli- 
ible to a Waiting-Woman, III ſpeak like a Valet 
4 Chambre. My Lady has cuckolded my Maſter. 

Madam. Bon. 

Rafor. Which we take very ill from her Hands, I 
can tell her that. - 

We can't yet prove Matter of Fact upon her. 

Madam. N'importe | 

Raſor. But we can prove, the Matter of Fact had 
like to have been upon her. | 

Madam. Ouy da. | | 

Raßr. For we have ſuch bloody Circumſtances. 

Madam. Sans doute. 72 

Rafor. That any Man of Parts may draw tickling 
Concluſions from 'em. | 

Madam. Fort bien. | | 

Raſor. We found a Couple of tight well-built 
Gentlemen, ſtuft into her Ladyſhip's Cloſet. 

Madam. Le Diable. 

Rafor. And I, in my particular Perſon, have diſco- 
ver'd a moſt damnable Plot, how to perſuade my poor 
Maſter, that all this Hide and Seek, this Will-o'-the- 
Wiſp, has no other Meaning than a Chriſtian Mar- 
riage for ſweet Mrs. Belinda. I 

Madam Une Marriage ? Ah les Droleſs. 

Rafor. Don't you interrupt me, Huſſy; 'tis agreed, 
I fay. And my innocent Lady, to wriggle herſelf out 
at the Back- door of the Buſineſs, turns Marriage-Bawd 
to her Niece, and reſolves to deliver up her fair Body, 
to be tumbled and mumbled, by that young liquoriſh 

Whipſter, Hearifree, Now are you ſatisfy'd ? 
Madam No. 
Raſor. Right Woman; always gaping for more. 
Madam. Dis be all den, dat you know? 
Ra ſor. All? Ay, and a great deal too, I think. 
Madam. Dou be Fool, dou know Nothing. 
Ecoute mon parvre Rafor. 
Dou ſes des two Eyes? — Des two Eyes have 
ſee de Devil. 
Raſor. The Woman's mad. 


Madam. 
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Madam. In Spring-Garden, dat Rogue Conſtant meet 
dy Lady. | | 
Rafor. Bon. | 
Madam——T'll tell de no more. 
Rajor. Nay, prithee, my Swan. | 
Madam. Come kiſs me den. ; 
| (Capping ber Hand: behind her as he had done before. 
afor. I wont kiſs you, not J. 
Madam. Adieu. 


Rafor. Hold now praceed. 
$ [Gives ber a hearty Kiſs. 
Madam, A ca——]T hide myſelf in one cunnin 


Place, where I hear all, and ſee all. Firſt dy drunken 
Mafter come mal a propos; but de Sot no know his 
own dear Wife, ſo he leave her to her Sport.. 
Den de Game begin. 


De Lover ſay ſoft Ting : As ſpe ſpeaks, Ra- 
De Lady look upon the Ground. ] ſor ill as the 
He took her by de Hand : Man, and ſhe the 


She turn her Head an oder Way. ( Veman. 

Den he ſqueeze very hard : 

Den ſhe pull very ſoftly. 

Den he take her in his Arm : 

Den ſhe gave him leetel Pat. 

Den he kiſs her Tettons : 

Den ſhe ſay Piſh, nay ſee. 

Den he tremble: 

Den ſhe——figh. 

Den he pull her into de Arbour : 

Den ſhe pinch him, 
Rajer. Ay, but not ſo hard, you Baggage you. 
Madam. Den he grow bold: 

She grow weak: 

He tro her down, 

Il tombe deſſu, 


Le Diable aſſiſt, Raſor fruggles with 
Il empourt tout: her, as if he wau'd 
Stand off Sirrah. I throw her down. 


Raſor. You have ſet me a fire, you Jade you. 


Madam. Den go to de River and quench dy ſelf. 
Rafjor. 
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Raſer. What an unnatural Harlot tis 
Madam. Rar. | Locking languiſbing on him, 
Raſer. Madamoiſelle. | 
Madam. Dou no love me? 
Rar. Not love thee — more than a Frenchman 
does Soup - | 
Madam. Den dou will refuſe nothing dat I bid dee? 
Rafor. Don't bid me be damn'd then. 
Madam. No, only tell dy Maſter, all I have tell 
dee of dy Laty. _ 
Raſor. Why, you little malicious Strumpet, you; 
ſou'd you like to be ſerv'd ſo? _ 
Madam. Dou diſpute den !— Adieu. 
Rafor. Hold ——— But why wilt thou make me 
be ſuch a Rogue, my Dear? 3 
Madam. Voila un vrai Anglois! Il eſt amoureux, 
et cependant il veut raiſonner. Vet en au Diable. 
Rafor. Hold once more: In Hopes thou'lt give me 
up thy Body, I reſign thee up my Soul. 
Madam. Bon: ecoute donc: ¶ She takes him a- 
If dou fail me- I ͤ never bout the Neck, 
ſee dee more If dou obey} and gives him a 


me ſmacking Kiſs. 


Je m' abandonne a toy. [ Exit Madamoiſelle. 
Raſor. ¶ Licking his Lips.] Not be a Rogue ?— Amor 
vincit omnia. Exit Raſor. 


Enter Lady Fancyful and Madamoiſelle. 

L. F. Marry, ſay ye ! Will the two Things marry? 

Madam. On le va faire, Matam. 

L. F. Look you, Madamoiſel/:, in ſhort, J can't 
bear it No; I find I can't If once I fee em 
a-bed together, I ſhall have ten thouſand Thoughts 
in my Head will make me run diſtracted. Therefore 
run and call Rafor back immediately, for ſomething 
muſt be done to ſtop this impertinent Wedding, If 
I can defer it but four and twenty Hours, I'll make 
ſuch Work about Town, with that little pert Slut's 
Reputation, he ſhall as ſoon marry a Witch. 


Madam. [ 4fide.) La Voila bien intentionee. 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE, 
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SCENE, Conſtant's Lodgings. 


E oy Conſtant and Heartfree. 


Conſt. But what doſt thou think will come of this 
Buſineſs ? 
Heartf. Tis eaſier to think what will not come 
on't. 1 | 
Conſt, What's that? 75 
Heartf. A Challenge. I know the Knight too well 
for that : His dear Body will always prevail upon his 
noble Soul Ga 2 la 
Con. But tho' he dare not challenge me, $ 
he — venture to challenge his Wile⸗ perhap 
Heartf. Not if you whiſper him in the Ear, you 
won't have him do't, and there's no other Way left 
that I ſee. For as drunk as he was, he'll remember 
you and I were where we ſhou'd not be; and I don't 
think him quite Blockhead enough yet, to be per- 
ſuaded we were got into his Wife's Cloſet only to 
peep in her Prayer-book. 
3 Enter Servant with a Letter. 
Serv. Sir, here's a Letter, a Porter brought it. 
Conſt. O ho, here's Inſtructions for us. 
Reads. ] 
The Accident that has happen'd has touch'd our Inven- 
tion to the Quick. We wou'd fain come off, with- 
out your Help; but find that's impoſſible. In a 
Word, the whole Bufine/s muſt be thrown upon a 
matrimonial Intrigue, between your Friend and 
mine. But if the Parties are not fond enough, to 
go quite through with the Matter; "tis fufficient far 
our Turn, they own the Deſign. We'll find Pretences 
enough to break the Match. Adieu. ; 
——— Well, Women for Invention]! How long wou'd 
my Blockhead have been a producing this ? 
Hey, Heari/rez : What muſing, Man? Prithee 
be chearful. What ſay'ſt thou, Friend, to this ma- 
trimonial Remedy. 1 
| Heartf, 
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Hearif. Why I ſay, it's worſe than the Diſeaſe. 

Conſt. Here's a Fellow for you: There's Beauty 
and Money on her Side, and Love up to the Ears on 
his; and yet— S 

Heartf. And yet, I think, I may reaſonably be al- 
low'd-to boggle at marrying the Niece, in the very 
Moment that you are 8 the Aunt. | 
Conf. Why truly, there may be fomething in that. 
But have not you a good Opinion enough of your own 
Parts, to believe you cou'd keep a Wife to yourſelf? 

Heartf. I ſhou'd have, if I had a 3 Opinion 
enough of hers, to believe ſne cou'd do as much b 
me. For to do em Right, after all, the Wife ſel- 
dom rambles, till the Huſband ſhews her the Way. 

* . *Tis true; a Man of real Worth ſcarce ever 
is a Cuckold, but by his own Fault. Women are not 
naturally lewd, there muſt be ſomething to urge 'em 
to it. 'They'll cuckold a Churl, out of Revenge; a 
Fool, becauſe they deſpiſe him ; a Beaſt, becauſe they 
loath him. But when they make bold with a Man 
they once had a well-grounded Value for, 'tis becauſe 
they firſt ſee themſelves neglected by him. 

Heartf. Nay, were I well aſſur'd, that I ſhou'd ne- 
ver grow Sir John, I ne'er ſheu'd fear Belinda d play 
my Lady. But our Weakneſs, thou knoweſt, my 
Friend, conſiſts in that very Change, we ſo impudently 
throw upon (indeed) a ſteadier and more generous Sex. 

Coni. Why, Faith, we are a little impudent in that 
Matter, that's the Truth on't. But this 1s wonderful, 


to ſee you grown ſo warm an Advocate for thoſe (but 


t'other Day) you took ſo much Pains to abuſe. 
Hear, All Revolutions run into Extremes, the 
Bigot makes the boldeſt Atheiſt ; and the coyeſt Saint, 
the moſt extravagant Strumpet. But prithee adviſe 
me in this Good and Evil, this Life and Death, this 
Bleſſing and Curſing, that is ſet before me. Shall 1 
marry—or die a Maid ; | 
Corfl, Why Faith, Heartfree, Matrimony is like an 
Army going to engage. Love's the forlorn Hope, 


which is ſoon cut off; the Marriage-Knot is the _ 
* B 7 


The Provo d Wife. 87 


Body, which may ſtand buff a N Time; and 
Repentance is the Rear-Guard, which rarely gives 
Ground, as long as the main Battle has a Being. 

Hearif. Concluſion then; you adviſe me to whore 
on, as you do. 

Conſt. That's not concluded yet. For tho! Marriage 
be a Lottery, in which there are wondrous man 
Blanks ; yet there is one ineſtimable Lot, in whi 
the only Heaven on Earth is written, Wou'd your 
kind Fate but guide your Hand to that, tho' I were 
wrapt in all that Luxury itſelf could cloath me with, 

I ſtill ſhould envy you. 

Heartf. And juſtly too: For to be capable of loving 
one, doubtleſs is better than to poſſeſs a thouſand. 
But how far that Capaci 's in me, alas, I know not. 

Con. But you wou'd know ? 

Heartf. I wou'd ſo. 

Conſt, Matrimony will inform you. 

Come, one Flight of Reſolution carries you to the 
Land of Experience ; where, in a very moderate 
Time, you'll know the Capacity of your Soul and 
your Body both, or I'm miſtaken. [ Exount, 


SCENE, Sir John Brute's Houſe. 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 
Bel. Well, Madam, what Anſwer have you from 


'em? 
L. B. That they'll be here this Moment. I fancy 
'twill end in a Wedding: I'm ſure he's a Fool if it 
don't. Ten thouſand Pounds, and ſuch a Laſs as you 
are, is no contemptible Offer to a younger Brother. 
But are not you under ſtrange Agitations ? Prithee 
how does your Pulſe beat ? | 
Bel. High and low, I have much a-do to be valiant: 
ſure it mult feel very ſtrange to go to Bed toa Man ? 
L. B. Um —— it does feel a little odd at firſt, 
but it will ſoon grow eaſy to you, 
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1 Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. 
I. B. Good-morrow, Gentlemen: How have you 
 Nept after your Adventure? 

Heartf. Some careful 'Thoughts, Ladies, on your 
Accounts, have kept us waking. 

Bel. And ſome careful Thoughts on your own, I 
believe, have hindered you from ſleeping. Pray how 
does this matrimonial Project reliſh with you? 

Heartf. Why Faith e'en as 8 Towns does 
with Soldiers, where the Hopes of delicious Plunder 
baniſhes the Fear of being knock'd on the Head. | 
Bel. Is it then poſſible, after all, that you dare think 
of downright lawful Wedlock ? | 

Heartf. Madam, you have made me ſo fool-hardy, 
I dare do any Thing. 

Bel. 'Then, Sir, I challenge you; and Matrimony's 
the Spot where I expect you. 

Heartf. Tis enough; I'II not fail. 

[ 4/ide.] So, now, I am in for Hobbes Voyage; a 
great Leap in the Dark. 

L. B. Well, Gentlemen, this Matter being con- 
cluded then, have you got your Leſſons ready? For 
Sir John is grown ſuch an Atheiſt of late, he'll be- 
lieve nothing upon eaſy Terms. 

Conft, We ll And Ways to extend his Faith, Madam. 
But pray how do you find him this Morning ? 

L. B. Moſt lamentable moroſe, chewing the Cud 
after laſt Night's Diſcovery ; of which however he 
had but a confus'd Notion e'en now. But I'm afraid 
the Valet de Chambre has told him all, for they are 
very buſy together at this Moment When I told him 
of Belinda's Marriage, I had no other Anſwer but a 
. Grunt : From which, you may draw what Conclu- 
ſions you think fit. 

But to your Notes, Gentlemen, he's here. 

Enter Sir John and Raſor. 
Con/?. Good-morrow, Sir. 
Heartf. Good-morrow, Sir Jobn. I'm very ſorry 
my Indiſcretion ſhou'd cauſe ſo much Diſorder in 
your Family, 
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Sir J. Diſorders generally come from Indiſcretions, 
Sir; 'tis no ſtrange Thing at all. 

L. B. I hope, my Dear, you are ſatisfied there 
was no Wrong intended you. 

Sir 7. None, my Dove. | 

Bel. If not, I hope my Conſent to marry Mr. Heart - 
fee will convince you. For as little as I know of A- 
mours, Sir, I can aſſure you, one Intrigue is enough 
to bring four People together, without further Miſchief. . 

Sir 7. And I know too, that Intrigues tend to Pro- 
creation of more Kinds than one. One Intrigue will 
beget another, as ſoon as beget a Son or a Daughter. 
Conf. 1 am very ſorry, Sir, to ſee you ſtill ſeem 
unſatisfy'd with a Lady, whole more than common 
Virtue, I am ſure, were ſhe my Wife, ſhou'd meet a 
better Uſage. Ny 

Sir F. Sir, if her Conduct has put a Trick u 
her Virtue, her Virtue's the Bubble, but her Hul. 
band's the Loſer. a 

Conft. Sir, you have receiv'd a ſufficient Anſwer 
already, to juſtify both her Conduct and mine. You'll 
* me for meddling in your Family Affairs; but 

perceive I am the Man you are jealous of, and 
therefore it concerns me. | 

Sir 7. Wou'd it did not concern me, and then I 
ſhou'd not care who it concern d. 3 

Conſt. Well, Sir, if Truth and Reaſon won't con- 
tent you, I know but one Way more, which, if you 
think fit, you may take. 

Sir 7. Lord, Sir, you are very haſty : If Thad been 
found at Prayers in your Wife's Cloſet, I ſhou'd have 
allow'd you twice as much Time to come to yourſelf in. 

C:n/?. Nay, Sir, if Time be all you want, we have 
no Quarrel. | 

| Heartf. I told you how the Sword wou'd work 
upon him. 8 muſet. 

Conſt. Let him muſe ; however, I'll lay fifty Pounds 
our Foreman brings us in, Not Guilty. 

Sir F. [Aide] Tis well, —'tis very well——In 
Spite of that young Jade's matrimonial line I am 
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a downright ſtinking Cuckold—— Here they are 
Boo ——— Putting his Hand to his Forehead. 
Methinks I cou'd butt with a Bull. 

What the Plague did I marry her for? I know ſhe 
did not like me; if ſhe had, ſhe wou'd have lain with 
me: For I ſhou'd have done ſo, becauſe I lik'd her: 
But that's paſt, and I have her. And now, what 
ſhall I do with her? — If I put my Horns into my 
Pocket, ſhe'H grow inſolent If I don't, that 
Goat there, that Stallion, is ready to whip me thro” 
the Guts The Debate then is reduc'd to this ; 
Shall I die a Hero? Orlive a Raſcal ? - Why, 
wiſer Men than I have long fince concluded, that a 
living Dog, is better than a dead Lion ———— 

[To Conſt. and Heartf.] Gentlemen, now my Wine 
and my Paſſion is governable, I muſt own, I have ne- 
ver obſerv'd any Thing in my Wife's Courſe of Lite, 
to back me in the Jealouſy of her : But Jealouſy's a 
Mark of Love; ſo ſhe need not trouble her Head 
about it, as long as I make no more Words on't. 
Lady Fanciful enters aiſguis d, and adareſies to 

Belinda apart. 

Conft. I'm glad to fee your Reaſon rule at laſt. 
Give me your Hand: I hope you'!! look upon me as 
you are wont. | | 

Sir J. Your humble Servant. [ Hac.] A wheed- 
ling Son of a Whore. 

Heartf. And that I may be ſure you are Friends with 
me too, pray give me your Conſent to wed your Niece, 

Sir F. Sir, you have it with all my Heart: Damn 
me if you han't. [ Hide.] "Tis Time to get rid of her: 
A young pert Pimp ; ſhe'll make an incomparable 
Bawd in a little Time. 

Enter a Servant, who gives Heartfree a Letter. 
5 Bel. Heartfree your Huſband, ſay you? 'tis impoſſi- 

e. | 

L. F. Wou'd to kind Heaven it were : But 'tis 
too true; and in the World there lives not ſuch a 
Wretch. I'm young; and either I have been flatter'd 


by my Friends, as well as Glaſs, or Nature has 48 | 
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kind and generous to me. I had a Fortune too was 
greater far than he cou d ever hope for; but with my 
Heart I am robb'd of all the reſt. I am _—_— and 


I'm beggar'd both at once; I have ſcarce a bare Sub- 
ſiſtance from the Villain, yet dare complain to none; 
for he has ſworn, if ever tis known I am his Wife, 
he'll murder me. | [ Weeping. 

Bel. The Traitor! | 

L. F. I accidentally was told he courted you ; 
Charity ſoon prevail'd upon me to prevent your Mi- 
ſery: And as you ſee, I'm ſtill ſo generous even to 
him, as not to ſuffer he ſnould do a Thing, for which 
the Law might take away his Life. [ Weeping, 


Bel. Poor Creature! How I pity her 
[ They continue talking afide. 


Heartf. [ {fide.) Death and Damnation-—Let. me 
read it again. {Reads.] Tho' I hawea particular Reaſon 
not to let you know who I am till I fee you; yet you'll 
eafily believe "tis a faithful Friend that gives you this Ad- 
vice ] have lain with Belinda (Good!) have 
a Child by her (Better arid Better ! ) which is now at 
Nurſe ; (Heav'n be prais'd ! ) and I think the Founda- 
tion laid for another: (Ha- Old Truepenny !) 
No Rack cculd ham tortured this Story from me ; but 
Friendſhip has done it. I heard of your Deſign to marry 
her, and cou d not ſee you abus'd, Make uſe of my Advice, 


but keep my Secret till J aſk you for't again. Adieu. 
[Exit Lady Fanciful. 


Conſtant to B.] Come, Madam, ſhall we ſend for 
the Parſon ? I doubt here's no Buſineſs for the Law- 
yer: Younger Brothers have nothing to ſettle but their 
Hearts, and that I believe my Friend here has already 
done very faithfully. 

Bel. [ Scorsfully.] Are you ſure, Sir, there are no 
old Mortgages upon it? 

Heartf. ¶ Celd/y.] If you think there are, Madam, 
it mayn't be amiſs to defer the Marriage till you are 
tare they are paid off, 

Bel. ¶ 4fidr.) How the gall'd Horſe kicks! 


[To Heartf.) We'll defer it as long as you pleaſe, Sir. 
Heartf. 
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Heartf. The more Time we take to conſider on't, 
Madam, the leſs apt we ſhall be to commit Over- 
fights ; therefore if you pleaſe, we wili put it off for 
juſt nine Months. 0 

Bel. Guilty Conſciences make Men Cowards; I 
don't wonder you want Time to reſolve. 
 Hearif. And they make Women deſperate; I don't 
wonder you are ſo quickly determin'd. * 

Bel. What does the Fellow mean? 

Heartf. What does the Lady mean ? 
Sir J. Zoons, what do you both mean? 
; [Heartf. and Bel. walk chafing about, 

\ Raf. [Aide] Here is ſo much Sport going to be 

2 it makes me ready to weep again. A-pox o 

is impertinent Lady Fancyful, and her Plots, and 

her Frenchwoman too; ſhe's a whimſical, ill-natur'd 

Bitch, and when I have got my Bones broke in her 
Service, tis ten to one but my Recompence is a Clap; 
1 hear them tittering without ſtill. I cod, I'll e'en go 
lug them both in by the Ears, and diſcover the Plot, 

to ſecure my Pardon, [Exit Raſor. 

Conft. Prithee, explain, Heartfree. 

Hear, A fair Deliverance ; thank my Stars and 
my Friend, 

Bel. Tis well it went no farther ; a baſe Fellow! 
L. B. What can be the Meaning of all this? 

Bel. What's his Meaning, I don't know: But 
mine is, that if I had married him — I had had no 
Huſband. 

Heartif. And what's her Meaning I don't know; 
but mine is, that if I had married her — I had had 
Wiſe enough. 

Sir J. Your People of Wit have got ſuch cramp 
Ways of expreſſing themſelves, they ſeldom compre- 
hend one another. Pox take you both, will you ſpeak 
that you may be underſtood. 

« Enter Raſor in Sackchth, pulling in Lady Fancy- 
ful and Madamoiſelle. | 
Raſor. If they won't, here comes an Interpreter. 
L. B. Heavens! What have we here! 
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Nahr. A Villain but a repenting Villain, Stuff 


which Saints in all Ages have been made of. 


All. Rafor, 

L. B. What means this ſudden Metamorphoſis ? 

Raſor. Nothing without my Pardon. 

L. B. What Pardon do you want ? | 

Raſ. Imprimis, Your Ladyſhip's; for a damnable 
Lye made upon your ſpotleſs Virtue, and ſet to the 
Tyne of Spring-Garden. 

7e Sir Jobn.] Next, at my generous Maſter's Feet 
] bend, ſor interrupting his more noble Thoughts 
with Phantoms of diſgraceful Cuckoldom. 

To Conf.] Thirdly, I to this Gentleman apply, for 
making him the Hero of my Romance. 

To Heartf.] Fourthly, your Pardon, noble Sir, I 
aſk, for clandeſtinely marrying you, without either 
bidding of Banns, Biſhop's Licence, Friends Conſent 
——or your own Knowledge. 

To Be.) And, laſtly, to my good young Lady's 
Clemency I come, for pretending the Corn was ſow'd 
in the Ground, before ever the Plough had been in 
the Field. 

Sir John. [ 4fide.] So that, after all, tis a moot 
Point, whether I am a Cuckold or not. 

Bel. Well, Sir, upon Condition you confeſs all, 
III pardon you mylelf, and try to obtain as much 
from the reſt of the Company. But I muſt know then 
who 'tis has put you upon all this Miichief ? 

Raſor. Satan, and his Equipage ; Women tempted 
me, Luſt weaken'd me——and ſo the Devil over- 
came me; as fell Adam, ſo fell I. 

Bel. Then pray, Mr. Adam, will you make us 
acquainted with your Eve ? 
| Kaſ To Madam.) Unmalſk, for the Honour of France. 

All. Madamniſelle ! 

Madam. Me aſk ten touſand Pardon of all de 
good Company. 

Sir Toba. Why this Myſtery thickens inſtead of 
Clearing up. 

o Raſ. You Son of a Whore you, put us out of 
our Pain. Rar. 
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Refwr. One Moment brings Sunſhine. 
Shewing Madamoiſ.] Tis true, this is the Woman 
that tempted me, but this is the Serpent that tempted 
the Woman ; and if my Prayers might be heard, her 
like the Serpent's 


Puniſhment for ſo doing ſhould be 
rr 
[ Pulls of Lady F's. Maſe.] She ſhould lie upon her 
Face all the Days of her Life. 
Al. Lady Fancyful. 
Bel. Impertinent ! 
L. B. Ridiculous ! 
All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 
Bel. I hope your Ladyſhip will give me Leave to wiſh 
you Joy, ſince you have own'd your M — yourſelf 
To Hear f.] I vow 'twas ſtrangely wicked in you to 
think of another Wife, when you had one already fo 
charming as her Ladyſhip. 
All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 
L. F. [Alu.] Confufion ſeize 'em, as it ſeizes me! 
Madam. Que le Diable e toute ce Maraut de Rar. 
Bel. Your Ladyſhip ſeems diſorder'd: A breeding 
Qualm, perhaps, Mr. Heartfree: Your Bottle of Hun- 
gary Water to your Lady. Why, Madam, he ftands 
as unconcern'd, as if he were your Huſband.in Earneſt. 
L. F. Your Mirth's as nauſeous as yourſelf. B-* 
linda; you think you triumph over a Rival now: 
Helas ! ma pauvre fille. Where'er I'm Rival, there's 
no Cauſe for Mirth No, my poor Wretch, 'tis from 
another Principle I have ated. I knew that Thing 
there wou'd make ſo perverſe a Huſband, and you ſo 
impertinent a Wife, that leaſt your mutual Plagues 
ſhould make you both run mad, I charitably would 
have broke the Match. He! he! he! he! he! 
. [Exit laughing affeedly, Madamoiſelle /ullowing her. 
Madam. He! he! he! he! he! 
All, Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 
Sir 7. [ Afide.] Why now this Woman will be mar- 
ried to ſomebody too. 
Bel. Poor Creature ! What a Paſſion ſhe's in ; but 


I forgive her, 
F Hear. . 
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Hearif. Since you have ſo much Goodneſs for her, 
I hope you'll pardon my Offence too, Madam. 

Bel. There will be no great Difficulty in that, ſince 
I am guilty of an equal Fault. 

Hearf.. Then Pardons being paſt on all Sides, pray 
let's to Church to conclude the Day's Work. - © 

Conſt. But before you go, let me treat you, pray, 
with a Song a new married Lady made within this 
Week ; it may be of Uſe to you both, | 


SON G.. 


p I. 
74 HE N yielding firſt to Damon's Flame, 
1 funk into his Arms; 
He fwore bed ever be the ſame, 
Then rifled all my Charms. 
But fond of what he'd long di, d, 
Too greedy of his Prey, | . 
My Shepherd's Flame, alas ! expir'd 
Before the Verge of 4 | 


My Innocence in Lovers Wars, '% 
Reproach'd his quick Defeat ; 

Confui'd, aſham'd, and bath'd in Tears, 
{ moan'd his cold Retreat. 

At length, Ab Shepheratfi ! cry'd be, 
Hau d you my Fire renew, | 

Alias, you muſt retreat like me, 


In liſt if you purſue. * 


Hearif. So Madam; now had the Parſon but done 
his Buſineſs ———— 

Bel. You'd be half weary of your Bargain. 
1 —_—_ No, ſure, I might diſpenſe with one Night's 

odging. « , 

Bel. Im ready to try Sir. 

Heartf. Then let's to Church. 

And if it be our Chance to diſagree | 

Bel. Take Heed—the ſurly Huſband's Fate phi 


EB FI L O G U E. 


By another Hand. 
Mong by Lady Brute and Belinda, 


B. Mo Epilogue ! | 
1 fear I know of none. 


225 Lord ! How Hall eve excuſe it to the Town ? 
Bel. Why, <ve muſt c en ſay Something of our on, 
Lady. Our own! Ay, That muſt needs be precious Stuff. 
Bel. III Jay my Life, they'll lhe it well enough. 
Come, Faith, biin 
Lady. 5 Excuſe me, after Ju. 
Bel. Nay, pardon me for that, I know my Cue. 
Lady. O for the World, I wwould not kave Precedence, 
Bel. O Lord! 
Lady. I fear — 
Bel. O He? 
Lady. I'm "all Obedience, © 
Fir, then, know all, 133 our Doom is fixt, 
The third Day is for us 
Bel. Nay, and the fixth. 
Lady. We ſpeak not from the Poet now, nor is it 
His Cauſe (I want a Rhyme) 
Bel. That we ſolicit. 
Lady. Then ſure you cannot have the Hearts to be ſi vere, 
And damn us—— | 
Bel. Damn us! Let em if they dare. 
Lady. Why, if they ſbou d, what Puniſhment remains? 
Eternal Exile from behind our Scenes. 
Lady. But if they re kind, that Sentence awe'll recal, 
We can be grateful —— 
Bel. And baue wherewithal. 
Lady. But at grand Treaties hope not to be truſted, 
Before Preliminaries are adjuſted. 
Bel. Tou know the Time, and we apfoint this Place; 
Where, if you pleaſe, we'll meet and fign the Peace. 
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